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A LIBEL 



( I ) 

A LIBEL 

ON THE KEVEREND 

DR. D E L A N Y, 

AND HIS EXCELLENCY 

JOHN LORD CARTERET. 
1729. 



Deluded mortals, whom the great 
Choose for companions iite-a'tiu ; 
Who at their dinners, enfamilUj 
Get leave to sit whene'er you will ; 
Then boasting tell us where you din*d. 
And how his lordship was so kind ; 
How many pleasant things he spoke ; 
And how you laugh'd at every joke : 
Swear he *s a most facetious man ; 
That you and he are cup and can : 
You travel with a heavy load. 
And quite mistake preferment's road. 

Suppose my lord and you alone ; 
Hint the least interest of your own. 
His visage drops, he knits his brow. 
He cannot talk of business now : 
Or, mention but a vacant post. 
He *11 turn It off with •* Name your toast :*' 

Vol. VIII. B Nor 



2 SWIFT S POEMS. 

Nor could the nicest artist paint 

A countenance with more constraint. 

For, as their appetites to quench. 
Lords keep a pimp to bring a wench ; 
So men of wit, are but a kind 
Of panders to a vicious mind ; 
Who proper objects must provide 
To gratify their lust of pride. 
When,' wearied with intrigues of state. 
They find an idle hour to prate. 
Then, shall you dare to ask a place. 
You forfeit all your patron*s grace, 
And disappoint the sole design, 
For which he summoned you to dine. 

Thus Congreve spent in writing plays. 
And one poor office, half his days : 
While Montague, who claimed the station 
To be Maecenas of the nation, 
For poets open table kept. 
But ne'er considered where they slept : 
Himself as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was easy,' though they wanted shoes ; 
And crazy Congreve scarce could spare 
A shilling to discharge his chair : 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Psean's fire to party zeal ; 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his later scene, 
Took proper principles to thrive ; 
And so might every dunce alive ♦. ^ 

* This picture b unfair and overcharged j for the honour of 
government, Congre\'e had several good places conferred on him^ 
and> in the latter part of his days^ enjoyed an affluent fortune } 
but it was when he had disclaimed authorship, and chose to be 
considered as a private gentleman^ as he told Voltaire. 

Thus 



LIBEL ON DH. BiLANT. 

Thus Steele^ who own'd what others writ^ 
Aod flour ish*d by imputed wit. 
From perils of a hundred jails, 
Withdrew to starve, and die in Wales* 

Til OS Gay^ the hare with many friends, 
Twice seven long years the court attends t 
Who, under tales conveying truth, 
To virtue formed a princely youth * i 
Who paid his courtship with the crowd. 
As far as modest pride allow'd ; 
Rejects a servile usher's place, 
And leaves St, James's in disgrace. 

Thus Addison, by lords carest. 
Was left in foreign lands distrcst; 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A travelling tutor to a squire : 
But wisely left the Muses' hill. 
To business shap'd the poet's quill. 
Let all his barren laurels fade. 
Took up himself the courtier's trade. 
And, grown a minister of state, 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 

Hail, happy Pope ! whose generous mind 
Detesting all the statesman kind. 
Contemning courts, at courts unseen^ 
RefusM the visits of a queen. 
A soul with ever)^ virtue frauglit. 
By sages, priests, or poets taught; 
Whose filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian story tells; 
A genius for all stations fit, 
Whose meanest talent is his wit: 



♦ U^nibra duke of Cumberlaad^ Con to George II- 
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His heart too great, though fortune little. 
To lick a rascal statesman's spittle ; 
Appealing to the nation's taste. 
Above the reach of want is plac'd : 
By Homer dead was taught to thrive. 
Which Homer never could alive ; 
And sits aloft on Find us' head, 
Despising slaves that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 
For solid work, but not for play : 
Nor ever choose to work with tools 
Forg'd up in colleges and schools. 
Consider how much more is due 
To all their journeymen than you : 
At table you can Horace quote ; 
They at a pinch can bribe a vote : 
You show your skill in Grecian story ; 
But they can manage whig and tory : 
You, as a critick, are so curious 
To find a \^rse in Virgil spurious ; 
But they can smoke the deep designs, 

When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dines. 
Besides, your patron naay upbraid ye. 

That you have got a place already ; 

An office for your talents fit. 

To flatter, carve, and show your wit ; 

To snufFthe lights and stir the lire, 

And get a dinner for your hire. 

What claim have you to place or pension ? 

He overpays in condescension. 

But, reverend doctor, you we know 

Could never condescend so low ; 

The viceroy, whom you now attend, 

Would, if he durst, be more your friend ; 

Nor 
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Nor Will in you those gifts despise^ 

By which himself was taught to rise: 

When he has virlue to retire, 

He ll grieve he did not raise you higher, 

And place you in a better starion. 

Although It might have pkas'd the nation. 

This may be true — submitting still 
To Walpole's more than royal will ; 
And what condition can be worse ? 
He comes to drain a beggar's purse ; 
He comes to tie our chains on faster. 
And show us England Is our mascer : 
Caressing knaves, and dunces wooing. 
To make them work their own undoing* 
What has he else to bait his traps^ 
Or bring his vermin in, but scraps ? 
The offals of a church distrest i 
A hungry vicarage at best ; 
Or some remote inferiour post* 
With forty pounds a year at most ? 

But here again you interpose — 
Your favourhc lord is none of tliose 
Who owe their virtues to their stations. 
And characters to dedications : 
Fc«r, keep him in, or turn him out^ 
His learning none will call in doubt ; 
His learning, though a poet said it 
Before a play, would lose no credit ; 
Hot Pope would dare deny him wit. 
Although to praise it Phillips writt 
I own, he hates an action base. 
His virtues battling with his place; 
Kor wants a nice discerning spirit 
Betwixt a true and spurious merit; 
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Who frcr. " icul sincerelj ror; 

Who lo^/k or. co'aru with stricter ctrs 

To <<>r th? icci'Ii of vice arise ; 

^ ;if) lrr,'I yon 2n allusion finer, 

'I i»oM(/|i fl'-ftrring knaves may call it hitter ; 

VV|.»# !,, if yr,ij durst but give it place, 
\Vn\\\A j;Iiow you many a statesman's face : 

* Ko wh' n an angel by diviDc commaDd/* &c. 

Addisom*8 Campaign. 

Fresh 
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Fresh from the tripod of Apollo, 
I had it in the words that follow ; 
Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I here except his excellence : 

" So, to effect his monarch's ends, 
•* From Hell a viceroy devil ascends ; 
" Kfis budget with corruptions cramm'd, 
•* The contributions of the damn'd ; 
** Which with unsparing hand he strows 
•^ Through courts and senates as he goes ; 
•* And then at Beelzebub's black hall, 
** Complains his budget was too small." 

Your simile may better shine 
In verse ; but there is truth in mine. 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings : 
And statesmen, by ten thousand odds. 
Are angels, just as kings are gods. 



TO DR. DELANY, 

ON THE LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. 

'' Tanti tibi non fit opaci 

'* Omnis arena Tagi." Juv. 

As some raw youth in country bred. 
To arms by thirst of honour led, 
When at a skirmish first he hears 
The bullets whistling round his ears. 
Will duck his head aside, will start, 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 

B 4 . Till 
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Till *scaping oft without a wound 

Jjcssens the terrour of the sound ; 

Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 

He runs into a cannon s chops. 

An author thus, who pants for fame. 

Begins the world with fear and shame ; 

When first in print you see him dread 

Each popgun levelled at his head : 

The lead yon critick's quill contains, 

Is destined to beat out his brains : 

As if he heard loud thunders roll. 

Cries, Lord, have mercy on his soul ! 

Concluding, that another shot 

Will strike him dead upon the spot. 

But, when with squibbing, flashing, popping. 

He cannot see one creature dropping ; 

That, missing fire, or missing aim. 

His lite is safe, I mean his fame ; 

The danger past, takes heart of grace, 

And looks a critick in the face. 

liiough splendour gives the lairest mar*. 
To poisoned arrows in the dark. 
Yet* in jowrsclf when smooth and round,* 
They glance aside without a wound. 

Tis s.iid^ the gods try\l all their art. 
How p.tin they might from pleasure part : 
Fut little* ctniki their strength avail ; 
Both sxtil are fostenM by the rail ; 
Thw* f,uiie and con:?wre* with a tether 
Fy tate arr a- a^jivs l>nk\l !i>o^her, 

WSx «^ ill vou aim K> be prehnrt'd 
\n ^\x beK>rt the oc?nnH'n hen! : 
A:"xi yrt j:f\>w rt^xMrtKy'd and vt\*J, 

To lUT the p<»kltT W!KX u ? 

Tis 
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^1$ eminence makes envy rise i 
A$ fairest fi'uits attracr the flies. 
Should stupid libels grieve your mind> 
You soon a remedy may find ; 
Lie down obscure like other folks 
Below the lash of snarlers' jokes* 
Their faction is five hundred oddsf 
For every coxcomb lends them rods> 
And sneers as learnedly as they, 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 

You say, the Muse will not contain. 
And write you must^ or break a vein. 
Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
Ko longer my advice regard : 
But raise your fancy on the wing | 
The Irish senate's praises sing ; 
How jealous of the nation's freedom » 
And for corruptions, how they weed 'em; 
How each the publick good pursues, 
How far their hearts from private view$ j 
Make all true patriots, up to shocboys ; 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys ; 
Thus grown a member of the club, 
No longer dread the rage of Grub, 

How oft am I for rhyme to seek ! 
To dress a thought, may toil a week : 
And then how thankful to the town. 
If all my pains will earn a crown ! 
While eiery critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius cease to wrlte^ 
The rogues must die for want and spite ; 
Must die for want of food and raiment, 
U scandal did not find them payment. 
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It tfac hawkers cry 
A scrr, xzc the gentry buy ! 
'W'r ie srr bmi-hbour^d poem pines 
Uiscic i^?a xbe printer's lines. 

A c^^js i2 the rcrerend gown 
>f j:5c fir keep its ovmer down ; 
'Ts^ iz uaomznl conjunction, 
A3»i 5C«l5 ti:< credit of the function. 
Kocrxi il! tvct brethren cast your eyes, 
Pci:3C ccr the sir«t men to rise ; 
Tbit club of candidates in black, 
l^.e !??x5t dwerring of the pack, 
Aspirings fictious, fierce, and loud. 
With grace and learning unendowed. 
Cm turn their hands to every job, 
Tite fittest tools to work for Bob ; 
Will 50oner coin a thousand lies, 
I'han suffer men of prts to rise ; 
Tltey crowd about preferment's gate. 
And press you down with all their weight. 
>\vr« as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians ; 
S> academick dull ale -drinkers, 
|V»noiincc all men of wit, freethinkers^ 

Witi as the chief of virtue's fi-iends. 
Disdains to serve ignoble ends. 
iMiserve what loads of stupid rhymes 
l)pprcHS us in corrupted times : 
What |>amphlets in a court's defence 
Show reason, grammar, truth, or sense ? 
l^iri though the Muse delights in fiction, 
Sht nc*cr inspires against conviction. 
Then keep your vinue still tinmixt : 
And letnot ftction come betwixt: 
I By 
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By party-steps no grandeur climb at. 

Though it would make you England's primate: 

First Itrarn the science to be dull, 

You then may soon your conscience lull; 

If not, however seated high, 

Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair goddess brought to bed, 
There follow'd at his lying in 
For afterbirth a sooterkin ; 
Which, as the nurse pursued to kill. 
Attained by flight the Muses* hill^ 
There in the soil began to root. 
And litter d at Parnassus foot. 
From facnre the critick vermin sprung, 
With harpy claws and poisonous tongue ; 
Who fatten on poetic k scraps, 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned show. 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your geese, the wolf your flocks. 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To persecute the Muses' fame; 
On poets in all times abusive. 
From Homer down to Pope inclusive. 

Y'et what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain, 
A rat your utmost rage defies. 
That safe behind the wainscot lies* 
Say, did you ever know by sight 
In cheese an individual mite ? 
Show me the same numcrick flea. 
That bit your neck but yesterday ; 
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You then may boldly go in quest 
To 6nd the Grub street poets* nest ; 
What spunging house, in dread of jail. 
Receives thecn, while they wait for b^l ; 
What alley they are nestled in. 
To flourish o*er a cup of gin ; 
Find the last garret where they lay. 
Or cellar where they starve to day. 
Suppose you had them all trepanned, 
Witdi each a libel in his hand, 
What pupishment would you inflict ? 
Or call them rogues, or get them kickt } 
These they have often try*d before ; 
You but oblige them so much more : 
Themselves would be the first to tell. 
To make their trash the better sell* 

You have been libell'd— Let us know. 
What fool officious told you so ? 
Will you. regard the hawker's cries. 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whatever the noisy scoundrel says. 
It might be something in your praise : 
And praise bestow'd in Grub street rhymes 
Would vex one more a thousand times. 
Tilt criticks blame, and judges praise. 
The poet cannot claim his bays.- 
On me when dunces are satirick, 
] take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated by fools, and fools to hate. 
Be that my motto, and my fate. 



DI- 



'i r$ ) 



DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING 
A BIRTHDAY SONG, 1725. 

1 O form a just and finished piece* 
Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece, 
Whose godships are in chief ccquest. 
And fit your present subject best : 
And, should it be your hero's case^ 
To have both male and female race. 
Your business must be to provide 
A score of goddesses beside* 

Some call their monarchs sons of Saturn, 
For which they bring a modern pattern i 
Because they might have heard of one. 
Who often long'd to eat Ins son ; 
But thisj I think, will not go down, 
For here the father kept his crown. 

Why, then, tppoiiit him son of Jove, 
Who met his mother in a grove : 
To this we freely shall consent* 
Well knowing what the poets meant; 
And in their sense, 'twixt me and you^ 
It may be literally true- 
Next, as the laws of verse require, 
He must be greater than his sire ; 
For Jove, as every schoolboy knows. 
Was able Saturn to depose ; 
And sure no Christian poet breathing 
Would be more scrupulous than a Heathen I 
Or, if to blasphemy it tends. 
That's but a trifle among friends. 
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TO MARB A BIRTHDAY SONG. Z5 

Old Phoebus is but half as bright, 
For yours can fhine both day and nighr. 
The firsts perhaps, may once an age 
Inspire you with poetick rage ; 
Your Phcebus Royal, every day, 
Not only can inspire, but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo sit 
Sole patron, judge, and god of wit. 
** How from his altitude he stoops 
•^ To raise up Virtue when she droops ; 
** On Learning how his bounty flows, 
** And with what juftice he bestows : 
** Fair Isis, and ye banks of Cam ! 
** Be witness if I tell a fl^m. 
•* What prodigies in arts we drain, 
** From both your streams, in George's reign. 
** As from the flowery bed of Nile'*-^ 
But here's enough to show your style. 
Broad iniiendoes, such as this, 
If well applied, can hardly miss : 
For, when you bring your song in print, 
He '11 get it read, and take the hint, 
(It must be read before 'tis warbled. 
The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 
And will be so much more your debtor, 
Because he never knew a letter. 
And, as he hears his wit and sense 
(To which he never made pretence) 
Set out in hyperbolick strains, 
A guinea shall reward your pains : 
For patrons never pay so well. 
As when they scarce have learn'd to spell. 

Next call him Neptune : with his trident j 
He rules the sea ; you see him ride in 't ; • ' 

And, 
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And, ifprovok'di he soundly firks Iiij 

Rebellious waves with rods* like Xerxes, 

He would have seizM the Spanish plate. 

Had not the fleet gone out too late ; 

And in their very ports beskge them. 

But that he would not disoblige them ; 

And make tlie rascals pay him dearly 

For those afFronta they give him yearly. 
Tis not denyM^ that, when we write. 

Our ink is black, our paper wluie ; 

And, when we scrawl our paper o*er. 

We blacken what was white before : 

I think this practice only fit 

For dealers in satyrick wit. 

But you some white lead ink muft get. 

And write on paper black as jet ; 

Your intereft lies to learn the knack 

Of whitening wliat before was black- 
Thus your encomium^ to be strong, , 

Must be applied directly wTong, 

A tyrant for his mercy praise. 

And crown a royal dunce with bays : 

A squinting monkey load with charms. 

And paint a coward fierce in arms- 
Is he to avarice inclin'd ? 

Extol him for his generous mind : 

And, when we starve for want of corn. 

Come out with Amaldica's horn ; 

For all experience this evinces 

The only art of pleasing princes: 

For princes love you should descant 

On virtue*^ which ihcy know they want. 

One compliment I had forgot, 

But songsters must amir it not i 
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I freely grant the thought is old 



be told. 



Whjr, then, your hero must 

In him such virtues He inherent. 

To qualify him God's vicegerent ; 

That, with no title to inherit, 

He must have been a king by merit* 

Yet, be tlie fancy old or new, 

'Tis partly faUe, and partly true : 

And, take it right, it means no more 

Than George and William claimed before. 

Should some obscure inferiour fellow. 
Like Julius, or the Youth of Pella, 
When all your list of Gods is out, 
Presume to show his mortal snout. 
And as a Deity intrude. 
Because he had the world subduM ; 
O, let him not debase your thoughts. 
Or name him but to tell his fauks. — 

Of Gods I only quote the best. 
But you may hook in all the rest. 

Now, birthday bard, with joy proceed 
To praise your empress and her breed. 
First of the first, to vouch your lies. 
Bring all the females of the skies ; 
The Graces, and their mistress Venus, 
Must venture down to entertain us : 
With bended knees when they adore her. 
What dowdies they appear before her ! 
Nor shall we think you talk at random. 
For Venus might be her great-grandam : 
Six thousand years tias Iiv'd tlie Goddess, 
Your heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Besides, your songsters oft have shown 
That she has Graces of her own ; 
Vol. VIIL C Three 
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Threc Graces by Lucina brouglit htr. 
Just three, and every Grace adanglncr ; 
Here many a king his heart and croiam 
Shall at their snowj* feet lay down; 
In royal robes, they come by dozens 
To court their Englisli German cousins: 
Beside a pair of princely babies. 
That, five years hence, will both be He bat; 

Now sec her seated in her throne 
With genuine lustre, all Iter own; 
Poor Cynthia never shone so bright. 
Her splendour is but borrdw'd light ; 
And only with lirr brother linkt 
Can shine, wirhcutt him is extinct. 
But Carolina shines the clearer 
With neither ^ouse nor liTOiher ntar her 4 
And darts her beams o*^r both iyuv isles» 
Though George U gone a thtiusand-milei. 
Thus Berecyntliia rakes her pkce, 
Attended by her heavenly race ; 
And sees A ion in every God, 
Unaw'd by Jovc*s all-shaking nod. 

Now sing his litUe highness Freddy^ 
Who struts like any king already : 
With so much beauty, show nic any maid 
That could resist this charming Ganyniede ! 
Where majesty with sweetness vies. 
And, like his father, early wise. 
Then cut him out a world of work* 
To conquer Spain, and quel! the Turk: 
Forcrel his empire crownM with bays. 
And gulden times, and halcyon days ; 
And sweir his line shall rule the nation 
For ever— till tlie conflagration. 
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But, now it comes into my mind. 
We left a little duke beiiind; 
A Cupid in his face and size> 
And only wants to want his eyes. 
Make some provision for the younker. 
Find him a kingdom out to conquer: 
Prepare a fleeJ: to waft him o'er. 
Make Gulliver his commodore ; 
Into whose pocket valiant Wiily put, 
Will soon subdue the realm of Lilliput ; 

A skiH'ul critick justly blames 
Hard, tough, crank, guttural, harsh, stiiF names. 
The sense can ne'er be too jejune. 
But smooth your words to fit the tune* 
Hanover may do well enough, 
But George and Brunswick arc too rough : 
Hesse-Darmstadt makes a rugged sounds 
AndGuclp the strongest ear will wound* 
In vain are all attempts from Germany 
To find out proper words for harmony : 
And yet I must except the Rhine, 
Because it clinks to Caroline. 
Hail, queen of Britain, queen of rhymes ! 
Be sung ten hundred thousand times! 
Too happy were the poets' crew^, 
If their own happiness they knew : 
Three syllables did never meet 
So soft, so sliding, and so sweet: 
Nine onlier tuneful words like that 
Would prove ev'n Homer's numbers flat 
Behold three beauteous vowels stand, 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in hand; 
In coficord here for ever fix'd. 
No jarring consonant betwixt. ; 

c % May 
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M^ GMtior cootmoe loog^ 
For ewer fiur aod^vioog !— in 
Wliai tboa^ die fopl cwcM 
ScjoctzTd in 21 cuffiiiy tnm to dost ; 
Thofc d cm cms her name compose, 
XikeatooiSy are exempt firombloirs. 

Though Ctfoline may fill yoor ga^»» 
Yet idn yoo most consok yoor map^ i 
Find nten with hannonioos names, 
Sabrina, Medway, and the Thames. 
Britannia long will wear fike steel, 
Bot Albion^s diift ate out at heel i 
iind Patience can endore no more 
To hear the Belgtck lion roar. 
Give up the phnise oF haughty Gaol, 
But proud Ib^a soundly maul : 
Restore the ships by Philip taken. 
And make him crouch to save his bacon« 
Nassau, who got the name of Glorioui, 
Because he never was vi<$torious, 
A hanger on has always been % 
For old acquaintance brittg htm in. 

To Wfllpde you might lend a lino. 
But much I fear he's in decline ; 
And, if you chance to come too late. 
When he goes out, you share his fate. 
And bear the new successor's frown ; 
Or, whom you once sang up, sing down. 

RejeA with scorn that stupid notion. 
To praise your hero for devotion ; 
Nor entertain a thought so odd, 
That princes should believe in God } 
But follow the securest rule^ 
And turn it gU to ridicule : 
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^t'is grown the cholceft wit at courts 
And gives the maids of honour sport. 
For, since they talked with do<Sor Clarke, 
They now can venture in the dark : 
That sound divine the truth has spoke all. 
And pawn'd his word, Hell is not locaL 
This will not give them half the trouble 
Of bargains sold^ or meanings double. 

Supposing now your song is done. 
To mynheer Handel next you run, 
Wlio artfully will pare and prune 
Your words to some Italian tune ; 
Then print it in the largest letter. 
With capitals* the more the better. 
Present it boldly on your knee» 
And take a guinea for your fee. 



ft! 



HELTER SKELTERj 

Oa, THE Ht;E AhJS CRY AFTER THE ATTOENIES, 
UPOjr THEIR RIDIirO THE CIRCUIT* 



Now the ^tiv^ young attorniea 
Briskly travel on their journies, 
Looking big as any giants, 
On the horses of dieir clients; 
Like so many little Mars's 
With their tihers at their a — % 
Brazen hil ted, lately burnish'd, 
And with harness -buckles furnish 'd. 
And with whips and spurs so neat. 
And with jockey coats complete^ 
c 3 
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^*^ lU^ ^^^^'^'^^ carcase ^^^ 
S^^' iments her "^'^f ^.^.bVoxv.. 

^«* '"^ II ..AtU 1^=^^^°;;^ Thames 
S^^""^ Tons v^"^^^ '^' Tat b«^* 

"To ^ " m ^ Via a \n ^'-^ ^ late J 
T^^*' ^,V V the *ec- , . ■ 



Some to — kis9 ^tb farmers: spouses^ 

And make metry in their hoQsca; 

Some to tumble couutry wenchea 

On their rushy beds and benches i 

And if they begin a fray, 

Draw kheir swords, and /■ ' run awayji 

All to murder equity, 

Aiid to take-a ^obls fee; 

Till the people dt ace cpttst^ 

And fprge^to^farail and riot). 

Low in pocket,. cew*cl.&/C€nanigey 

Safely glad to s^p. their porridge. 

And vacatidh*s dvcr— then^ 

Hey, for London (own agaia. 



THE FUPPETSHOW; 

The life of man to represent. 

And turn il; all to ridicule, 
Wir ditd a piippetshow invent^ 

Where the. chief adkor is a fboL ^ - 

The gods of old were I6gs of wood. 
And worship was to puppets paid i 

In ^atick dress the idol stood. 

And priest and people bow*d the head; 

No wonder then, if art began 

The simple votaries to frame. 
To ^h^ipe in timber foolish man, 
• And <:onsecrate the block to fame. 

Prom hence poetick fency learned 
That trees might rise from human forms ; 

c 4 The 
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The bodf to a trunk be turn*d| T 

And branches issue from the arms. 

Thus D^dalus and Ovid too, 

That man *3 a blockhead, have confest : 

Powel * and Stretch ♦ the hint pursue ; 
Life is a farce^ tiie world a jest* 

The same great truth South Sea has prov'd 

On that fam'd theatre, the alley ; 
Where thousands, by direftors mov'd, 

Are now sad monuments of folly« 

What MomUs was of old to Jove^ 

The same a Harlequin is now ; 
The former was buffoon above. 

The latter as a Punch below. 

This fleeting scene is but a stage, 

Where various images appear ; 
In different parts of youth and age, 

Alike the prince and peasant share- 
Some draw our eyes by being great, 

False pomp conceals mere wood within ; 
And legislators, rang d in state, 

Arc oft but wisdom in machine, 

* Two fitrtous ptipiictfliow-mcn, — In tlic year 1^15 wai 
publisbeil^ " A second Talc of a Tiib j m, the Hlsiorjr of Baheri 
■* Iou*eit ^ihe Piippcf%hfiw- mnn/' wriUcri by Th'^man Biitfh^t, 
C»q,j yomigcst sun to bi^htip Buruti i who Wiis bcMl tf:i the bw^ 
Bndj bcaidr Uic [>\vvc here mentioned, wa« ihe ^aihor wf mnny 
other political pimiphlru ^gamsl the ministry of llic finir la&t 
yean of queen Jnntt for Siniic of which he wm takan Into cos- 
tody by the mcMrngcrs j atid wai sm|>ccted o^'bdng imt of the 
Mahock* that attacked ^oung Dav^nant. 5ct Joanial ttj Slclk^ 
March 8| 1711-13, 
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A Stock may chance to wear a crown, 
And timber as a lord take place; 

A statue may put on a frown, 

And cheat us with a tliiaking face. 

Others are blindly led away, 

And made to act for ends unknown ; 
By the mere spring of wires they play, 

And speak in language not their own- 
Too oft, alas ! a scolding wife 

Usurps a jolly fellow's throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life, 

Mix'd and embittered by a Joan. 

In short, whatever men pursue. 
Of pleasure, folly, war, or love ; 

This mimick race brings all to view : 
Alike they dress, they talk > they move. 

Go on I great Stretchy with artful hand, 
Mortals to please and to deride ; 

And, when death breaks thy %^ital band. 
Thou shiilt put on a puppet*s pride. 

Thou shalt in puny wood be shown. 
Thy image shall preserve thy fame ; 

Ages to come thy worth shall own. 
Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name. 

Tell Tom, he draws a farce in vain. 
Before he looks in Nature's glass -, 

Puns cannot form a witty scene. 
Nor pedantr)" for humour pass. 

To make men act as senseless wood. 
And chatter in a mystic k strain. 

Is a mere force on flesh and blood, 
And shows some crrour in the brain. 
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NorsTial! I, for his humour, permit jt:^ to purloin, 
'* A stone and a quarter of beef from my sir-loin. 
** If I mike it a barrack, the crown is uiy ttnant; 
*^ j^fjnkar, I have pooder'd again and again on't; 
*^ In poundage and drawbacks I lose half my rent, 
*' MTiatever they give me, I must be content^ 
** Or join wirh rhe court in every debate; 
** And rather than that, I would lose my estate/' 
Thosended the knight: thusbegan his meek wife: 
** It must, and it shalt be a barrack, my life, 
•* I 'm gro\*Ti a mere mepus; no company comes, 
"But a rabble of tenants, and rusty dull rums *, 
'* With parsons what lady can keep herself clean ? 
" I *m all over daub'd when I sit by the dean. 
" But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
** The captain, I'm surCj will always come lierc; 
** I then shall not value his deanship a straw, 
" For the captain, I w^arrantj will keep him in awe; 
** Or, should he pretend to be brisk and alert, 
*' Will tell him that chaplains should not be so pert; 
*' That men of his coat should be minding their 

** pray en, 
** And not among ladies to give themselves airs " 

Thus argued my lady, but argued in vain | 
The knight his opinion resolved to maintain. 

But Hannah ^, whoHstenVi to all that was past. 
And could not endure so vulgar a taste. 
As soon as her ladyship calTd to be drest, 
Cry'd, ** M^dam, why surely my master 's possest 
** Snr Arthur the miltstcr ! ho;v fine it will sound I 
** Vd rather the bawn were sunk under ground. * 



• A dot word in Tmland for a poor cQuntry clerg)^raan. 
J Mjr hdy*$ waiting vvaman* 

'* But, 



^^ But^madam,Igue3sM there wouldnevercomegd^ 
^* When I saw him so often with Darby and Wood ♦< 
^^ And n6w iny dream *s out ; for I was a-dream'd 
^ That I saw a huge rat — O dear, how I screamed f ' 
'^ And after, methought, I had lost my new ahoe»} 
^ SAd Molly, she said, I should hear some ill news; ' 

^^ Elear madami had you but the spirit to teaze^ 
^^ You might have a barrack whenever you (leases . 
^* And, madam, I always believ*d you so stout^ 
^^ That for twenty denials you would not give out 
^^ If I had a husband like him, I purie/l, 
•* Till he gave me my will, I would give him no rest j 
*^ And, rather than come in the same pair of sheets 
^^ With such a cross roan, I would lie in the streets: 
^^ But, madam, I beg you, contrive and invent^ 
•* And worry him out, till he gives his consent* 
** Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I thinks 
** An I were to be hang'd, I can't deep a winki 
** For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
^* I can't get it out, though I 'd never so fain< 
** I £uicy already a barrack contriv'd 
•* At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arrived ; 
*^ Of this to be sure sir Arthur has warning, 
*^ And waits on the captain betimes the next morning. 

•* Now see, when they meet, how their honours 
" behave ; 
** Noble captain, your servant' — ^ Sir Arthur, youi 

** slave ; 
'** You honour me much' — ^ 'the honour is mine/-« 
«« Twas a sad rainy night' — * But the morning if 
**fine; 

"* Two of sir Arthur's managers. 

"Piray. 
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** Pra)% how does my lady?'— *My wife*sat}*oiir 

** service/ — 
•* I think I have seen her picture by Jervas,^ — 
** Goodmorrow, good captain/ * I 'U wait on yda 

** down/— 
** You shaVt stir a foot/ — * You 11 think mc a 

'* clown/ 
'* For all the worldj captain' 'Not half an mch 

** farther;- 
** You must be obeyM!' — * Your serrant, sir 

*' Arthur ! 
** My humble respects to my lady unknown/ — 
** I hope you will use my house as your own/ 
** Go bring me my smock, and leave off your 

" prate, 
** Thou hast certainly gotten a cup in thy pate."* 
** Pray, madam, be quiet ; what was it I said? 
** You had like to have put it quire out of my head. 
** Next day I to be sure, the captain will come, 
*' At the head of his troops, with trumpet and drum, 
** Now, madam, observe how he marches in state: 
** The man with the kettledrum enters the gate : 
** Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow^ 
" Tantara, tantara; while all the boys holla- 
** See now comes the captain all daub'd with gold 

*• lace : 
** O k ! the sweet gentleman I look in his face ; 
** And see how he rides like a lord of the land, 
'* With the fine flaming sword that he holds in his 

** hand ; 
** And his horse^ the dear enter y it prances and 

*^ rears; 
** With ribbons in knots at its tail and its ears : 

** At 
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^^ Ax last eomes the troop, by word of command^ 
** Drawn up in our court ; wlien the captaia cries, 

•* Your ladyship HfM up the sash to be seen, 
*" For sure I had dizen'd you out like a queenl' 
^^ The -captaia, to show he is proud of the favour, 
•* Looks up to your window, and cocks ;up "his 

"bearer; 
•• (His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that, 
** Por a captain of horse never takes off his hat, . 
•* Because he has never a hand that b idle, 
*^ For t-he right hokls the sword, and the left h»lds 

*' the bridle-) 
••"Then fkmrishcs thrice his sword in the air, 
•' As a compliment due to a lady so fair ; 
" (How I tfcmblc to think of Uk blood it has spik ?) . 
*^ TJien he lowers down the point, and kisses the 

'' hik. 
•* Your ladyship smiles, and thus you begins 
*^ Pray^ captain, be pleasM to alight and walk in/ 
*^ 1 he captain salutes you with congde profound^ 
** And your ladyship curtsies half way to the ground. 
^* Kit, run to your master, and bid him ceme 

** to us, 
" Tra sure he '11 be proud of the Jionour you do us, 
" And, captain, you 11 do us the favour to stay, 
*• And take a short d'winer here with us to day : 
" You Ve heartily welcome, but as for good cheer, 
•' You come in the very worst time of the year; 
*' If I had expected so worthy a guest — ^ 

" Lord ! madam ! your ladyship sure is in jest ; 
" You banter mc, madam i the kingdom must 

** grant—' 
** You otficers, captain, arc so complaisant V 

'' Hist, 
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** Hist, hussy, I think I hear somebody coming — '" 
** No, madam; 'tis only sir Arthur a-humming, 
** To shorten my rale (for I hate a long story) 
** The captain at dinner appears in his glory i ^ 

** The dean and the doctor* have humbled their 

*' pride, 
** For tlie captain 's entreated to sit by your side; 
** And, because he's their betters, you carvx fior 

** him first; 
*' The parsons for envy arc ready to burst* 
*^ The seri^ants ama^'d are scarce ever able 
** To keep oflF their eyes, as they wait at the table ; 
*^ And MoUy and I have thrust in our nose, 
** To peep at the captain in all his fine does. 
** Dear madam, be sure he 's a fine spoken man, 
'* Do but hear on the clergy how glib his tongue 

** ran ; • 

'* And, *madam,' says he, *if such dinners you give, 
** You 'U ne'er want for parsons as long as you live. 
** I neer knew a parson without a good nose: 
** But the Devil *s as welcome wherever he goes : 
*' G^ — ^d d — n me ! they bid us reform and repent, 
'* But, % — s ! by their looks they never keep Lent ; 
*' Mister curate J for all your grave looks I m afraid 
I** You cast a sheep's eye on her ladyship'^ maid: 
" I wish she would lend you her pretty wlilte hand 
L** In mending your cassock, and smoothing your 

•* band,' 
" (For the dean was so shabby, and looked like a 

** ninny, 
** That the captain supposed he was curate to Jinny) 



* Doctor Jinnyt a clergynwin m the DcigKbotirhood. 

*' Whenever 
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** Whenever you see a cassock and gown, 

** A hundred to one but it covers a clown* 

•* Observe how a parson comes into a room ; 

•* G — d d — n me ! he hobbles as bad as my groom; 

^* A seb&krdy when just from his college broke 

•* loose, 
•* Can hardly tell how to cry bo to a goose ; 
** Your Noveds ♦, and Bluturcks, and Omurs, and 

*^ stuff, 
«* By G — , they don't signify this pinch of snufF, 
** To give a young gentleman right education, 
*' The army 's the only good school in the nation : 
*' My schoolmaster callM me a dunce and a fooI| 
** But at cuffs I was always the cock of the school ; 
•* I never could take to my book for the blood o' me, 
** And the puppy con fessM heexpected nogoodo'rac. 
** He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 
•' But he maul'd me, I ne'er was so mauFd la ray 

** life: 
•* So I took to the road, and, what *s very odd, 
** The first man t robb'd was a parson, by G— . 
•* Now, madam, you 11 think it a strange thing 

** to say, 
•* But the sight of a book makes me sick to this day.* 
** Never since I was born did I hear so much wit, 
** And, madam, I laugh'd rill I thought I should split* 
** So then you lookM scornful, and snift at the dean, 
** As who should sav, * Now, am I skinny ^ and 

" lean ?' 
** But lie durst not so much as once open his lips, 
•* And the doctor was plaguiiy down in the hips*" 



♦ OviJi^ Plutarchs* Homen. 
f Kickwaow* lor my hdy. 



Thui 



THE GRANb QUilStmNi f J 

Thus merciless Hannah ran on in her talk, 
Till she heard the dean call, " Will your ladyship 

*' walk f" 
Her ladyship answersi ** Pm just coming down :'* 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 
Akiiough it was plain in her licart she was glad, 
Cry'd, ** Hussy, why sure the wench is gone mad! 
** How could tliese chimeras get into your brains ?^ 
** Come hither, and take this old gown for your 

** pains- 
** But the dean, if this secret should come to his ears, 
** Will nerer have done with his gibes and his jeersi^* 
** For your life, nota word of the matter I charge yc: 
*^ Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy," 



TO DEAN SWIFT 

BY SIR ARTHUR A C II E S O N, 

1728. 

CjtOOD came have 1 to sing and vapour. 

For I am landlord to the drapier: 

He, that of everj* ear's the charmer. 

Now condescends to be my farmer. 

And grace my villa with his strains ; 

Lives such a bard on British plains ? 

No; not in all the Britisli court; 

For none but witlings there resort, 

Whoac names and works (though dead) are made 

Immortal by the Dun clad ; 

And, sure as monument of brass, 

Their fame to future time shall pass ; 

iV«: VIIL D How, 
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How, with a weakly warbling tongue^ 

Of brazen knight they vainly sung : 

A subject for their genius fit ; 

He dares defy both sense and wit. 

What dares he not ? He can, we know it^ 

A laureat make that is no poet ; 

A judge, without the least pretence 

To common law, or common sense ; 

A bishop that is no divine ; 

And coxcombs in red ribbons «hine : 

Nay, he can make, what 's greater far, 

A middle state 'twixt peace and war ; 

And say, there shall, for years together. 

Be peace and war, and both, and neither* . 

Happy, O Market-hill ! at least. 

That court and courtiers have no taste: 

You never else had known the dean. 

Put as of old, obscurely lain ; 

All things gone on the same dull track. 

And Drapier's-hill * been still Drumlack; 

Bat now your name with Penshurst vies, 

Aud wing'd with fame shall reach the skics^ 

* The dean gave this name to a farm called Dramlacf:, 
which he rented of »ir Arthur Aehcson, whose scat lay betweeop 
that and Markel-hill ; and intended to build a house upon it^ bat 
afterward changed his mind. 
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W E give the world to understand. 
Our thriving dean has purchas'd land ; 
A purchase, which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year ; 
Provided, to improve the ground. 
He will but add two hundred pound ; 
And, from his endless hoarded store^ 
To build a house, five hundred more* 
Sir Arthur too shall have his will. 
And call the mansion Drapier's Hill : 
That, when a nation, long enslaved. 
Forgets by whom it once was sav'd ; 
When none the Drapier's praise shall sing, 
His signs aloft no longer swing, 
His medals and his prints forgotten. 
And all his handkerchiefs * arc rotten, 
His famous letters made waste paper. 
This hill may keep the name of Drapier ; 
In spite of envy, flourish still. 
And Drapicr's vie with Cooper's hill. 

♦ Medals were cast, many signs hung up, and handkerchiefs 
tnade with devices, in honour of the dean> under the name of 
>I. B. drapier. 
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THE DEAN'S REASONS 

FOR NOT BUILDING AT DRAPIERS HILJL 

1 WILL not build on yonder mount; 

And, should you call me to account. 

Consulting with myself, I find> 

It was no levity of mind. 

Whatever i promised or intended. 

No fault of mme, the scheme is ended : 

Nor can you tax me as unsteady, 

I have a hundred causes ready : 

All risen sitee that flattering ttme. 

When Drapicr's hill appeared in rhyme 

I am, as now too late I find. 
The greatest cully of mankind : 
The lowest boy in Martinis school 
May turn and wind me like a fooL 
How could I form 50 wild a vision, 
To seek, in desterts. Fields Elysian ? 
To live in fear,, suspicion, variance. 
With thieves, fanaticks, and barbarians ? 

But here my lady will object ; 
Your deanship ought to recollect. 
That, near the knight of Gosfbrd placed. 
Whom you allow a man of taste. 
Your intervals of time to spend 
With so conversable a friend. 
It would not signify a pin 
Whatever climate you were in. 

Tis true, but what advantage comes 
To me from all a usurer's plumbs ; 

Though 
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Though I should see hull twice a day, 
And am his neighbour cross the way ; 
If all my rhetorick must fail 
To strike him for a pot of ale I 

ThuSj when the learned and the wise 
Conceal their talerits from our eyes. 
And from deserving friends withhold 
Their gifts, as misers do their gold j 
Their knowledge to themselves coofin'd 
Is the same avarice of mind ; 
Kor makes their conversation better^ 
Than if they never knew a letter. 
Such is the fate of Gosford's knight. 
Who keeps his w isdom out of sight; 
Whose uncommunicative heart 
Will scarce one precious word impart : 
Still rapt in speculations deep, 
His outward senses fast asleep ; 
WhOf while I talk, a song will hum^ 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum; 
Beyond the skies transports his mind. 
And leaves a lifeless corpse behind. 

But J as for me, who ne'er could clamber high. 
To understand Malebranchc or Cambray j 
Who send my mind (as I believe) less 
Than others do, on errands sleeveless; 
Can listen to a tale humdrum, 
And with attenlion read 1 om Thumb ; 
My spirits with my body progging, 
Both hand in hand together jogging; 
Sunk over head and ears in mancr. 
Nor can of metaphystcks smatter ; 
Am more diverted with a quibble 
Than dream of words intelligible ; 

D 3 And 
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And think all notions too abstracted 
Are like the ravings of a crackt head 1 
What intercourse of minds can be 
Petwixt the knight sublime and me^ 
If when I talk, as talk I must. 
It is but prating to a bust ? 

Where friendship is by Fate designed, 
It forms a union in the mind : 
But here I differ from the knight 
In every point, like black an4 white ; 
For none can say that ever yet 
We both in one opinion met ; 
Not in philosophy, or ale ; 
In state afi^irs, or planting cale 1 
In rhetorick, or picking straws ; 
In roasting larks, or making laws ; 
In publick schemes, or catching flies ; 
Jn parliaments, or pudding pies. 

The neighbours wonder why the knight; 
Should in a country life delight, 
Who not one pleasure entertains 
To cheer the solitary scenes : 
His guests are few, his visits rare ; 
Nor uses time, nor time will spare ; 
Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, nor fowls^ 
Nor plays at cards, or dice, or bowls j 
But, seated in an easy chair, 
Despises exercise and air. 
His rural walks he ne'er adorns ; 
Here poor Pomona sits on thorns : 
And there neglected Flora settles 
Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Those thankless and officious cares 
I ^s'd to take in friends' afFaifs^ 

From 
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From which I never could refrain. 
And have* been often chid in vain: 
From these I am recovered quite. 
At least in what regards the knight. 
Preserve his health, his store increase ; 
May nothing interrupt his peace ! 
But now let all his tenants round 
First milk his cows, and after, pound : 
Let every cottager conspire 
To cut his hedges down for fire : 
The naughty boys about the village 
His crabs and sloes may freely pillage : 
He still may keep a pack of knaves 
To spoil his work, and work by halves : 
His meadows may be dug by swine, 
It^ shall be no concern of mine : 
For why should I continue still 
To $erve a friend against his will ? 



A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEAN, 

IN THE PERSON OF A LADY IN THE NORTH*. 
1730. 

ReSOLVD my gratitude to show. 
Thrice reverend dean, for all I owe. 
Too long I have my thanks delay'd ; 
Your favours left too long unpaid; 
But now, in all our sex's name, 
My artless Muse shall sing your fame, 

♦ The lady of lit Arthur Acheson. 

D.4 Indulgent 



Indulgent you to female kind, 
To all their weaker sides are blind : 
Kinc more such champions as the dean 
Would soon restore our ancient reign; 
How well, to win the ladies hearts, 
You celebrate their wit and parts I 
How have I felt my spirits raised. 
By you so oft, so highly prais'd ! 
Trans form'd by your convincing tongue 
lb witty, beautiful, and young, 
I hope to quit that awkward shame, 
Affected by each vulgar dame. 
To modesty a weak pretence ; 
And soon grow pert on men of sense i 
To show my face with scornful air i 
Let others match it, if they dare. 

Impatient to be out of dcbt| 
Oj may I never once forget 
The bard, who humbly deigns to choose 
Me for the subject of his Muse ! 
Bcliind my back, before my nose. 
He sounds my praise in verse and prose* 

My heart with emulation burns 
To make you suiiable returns ; 
My gratitude the world shall know ; 
And see, the printer's boy below | 
Yc hawkers all, your voices lift; 
** A Panegyrick on dean Swift f 
And then to mend the matter still, 
** By lady Anne of Markct-hill V* 

I thus begin: My grateful Musa 
fiahitcs the dean in difttrent views j 
Bean, butler, usher, jesrer, tutor i 
Robert and Darby's • coadjutor j 
« The aatoci of two ovcricen. 



Aad^ 



A PANBGYaiCK OK THE BEAN, 



And, as you in commissicm sit. 
To rule die dairy next to Kit * ; 
In each capacity I mean 
To sing your praise* And first as dean : 
Envy must own, you understand your 
Precedence, and support your grandeur: 
^or of your rank will bate an ace. 
Except to give dean Daniel place* 
In you such dignity appears, 
So suited to your state and years ! 
With ladies what a strict decorum \ 
With what devotion you adore ^em ! 
Treat me with so much complaisance. 
As fits a princess in romance ! 
By your example and assistance, 
The fellows learo to know their distance* 
Sir Arthur, since you set the pattern. 
No longer calls me snipe and slattern ; 
Nor dares he, tfjough he were a duke. 
Offend me with the least rebuke- 
Proceed wc to your preaching -(* next; 
How nice you split the hardest text 1 
How your supcriour learnijig shines 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 
At Beggar s Opera not so full pit 
Is seen, as when you mount onr pulpit. 

Consider now your conversation : 
Regardful of your age and station, 
You ne'er were known, by passion stirr'd. 
To gite the least offensive word : 
But still, whenever you silence break. 
Watch every syllabic you speak ; 

f Tlic guibor preacbed but onco while he was there. 
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Your style so clear, and so concise. 
We never ask to hear you twice. 
But then, a parson so genteel. 
So nicely clad from head to heel ; 
So fine a gown, a band so clean. 
As well become St. Patrick^s dean. 
Such reverential awe express, 
That cowboys know you by your dress ! 
Then, if our neighbouring friends come here. 
How proud are we when you appear. 
With such address and graceful port. 
As clearly shows you bred at court I 
Now raise your spirits, Mr. dean, 
I lead you to a nobler scene. 
When to the vault you walk in state. 
In quality of butler's mate ; 
You next to Dennis "* bear the sway : 
To you we often trust the key : 
Nor can he judge with all his art 
So well, what bottle holds a quart : 
What pints may best for bottles pass. 
Just to give every man his glass : 
When proper to produce the best ; 
And what may serve a common guest* 
With Dennis you did ne'er combine. 
Not you, to steal your master's wine i 
Except a bottle now and then. 
To welcome brother serving-men ; 
But that is with a good design. 
To drink sir Arthur's health and mine : 
Your master's honour to maintain ; 
And get the like returns again. 

♦ The butler, 

Your 
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Your usher's post must next be handled s 
How blest am I by such a man led ! 
Under whose wise and careful guardship 
I DOW despise fatigue and hardship ; 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 
Though draggled round, I scom to fret: 
From you my chamber damsels learn 
My broken hose to patch and darn* 

Now as a jester I accost you; 
Which never yet one friend has lost yoa. 
You judge so nicely to a hair. 
How far to gOj and when to spare ; 
By long experience grown so wise. 
Of every taste to know the size ; 
There *s none so ignorant or weak 
To take offence at what you speak. 
Whene'er you joke, *tis all a case 
Whelher with Dermot, or his grace; 
With Teague O'Murphey, or an earl i 
/i duchess, or a kitchen girl. 
With such dexterity you fit 
Their several talents with your wit, 
That Moll the chambermaid can smoke, 
And Gahagan* take every joke. 

I now become your humble suitor 
To let me praise you as my tutor. 
Poor I, a savage bred and born. 
By you instructed every morn> 
Already have improv'd so well, 
That I have almost learnt to spell : 
The neiglibours who come here to dine. 
Admire to hear me speak so fine. 

t Thf dowp tliat cut down the old diorp ai Markf t-hlll. 

How 
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How enviously the ladies lookj 
When they surprise me at my book I 
And sure as they 're alive at night 
As soon as gone will show their spite ; 
Good lord ! what can my lady mean* 
Conversing with that rutty dean ! 
She *s grown so nice, and so penurious^ 
Wiih Socrates and Epicurius 1 
How could she sit the livelong day^ 
Yet never ask us once to play ? 

But I admire your patience most; 
That when I 'm duller than a post. 
Nor can the plainest word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce; 

Are so indulgent, and so mild. 

As if I were a darling child 

So gentle is your whole proceeding. 

That I could spend my life in reading. 
You merit new employments daily : 

Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, bailf* 

And to a genius so extensive 

Ko work is grievous or offensive i 

Whether your fruitful fancy lies 

To make for pigs convenient styes; 

Or ponder long with anxious thought 

To banish rats that haunt our rault : 

Kor have you grumbled, reverend dcant 

To keep our poultry sweet and clean ; 

To sweep the mansion house they dwell in^ 

And cure the rank unsavoury smelling. 
Now enter as the dairy handmaid : 

Such charming butter * never man nrrade. 

♦ A way of making Uuttrr for breakfast, by fiUtng n bottk 
ifkb cream, and thakiog It tilJ tljc butter cgmcs. 

Let 
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Let others with fanarick face 
Talk of their milk for babes of grace; 
From tubs their snuffling nonsense utter; 
Thy milk shall make us tubs of butter* 
The bishop with his foot may burn it *, 
But with his hand the dean can churn it. 
How are the servants ovcrjoy'd 
To sec thy dcanship thus employ 'd I 
Instead of poring on a book, 
Providing butter for the cook ! 
Three morning hours you toss and shake 
The bottle till your fingers ake : 
Hard is the toil, nor small the art, 
The butter from the whey to part ; 
Behold a frothy substance rise ; 
Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 
The butter comes, our fears are ceas*d; 
And out you squeeze an ounce at least* 

Your reverence thus, with likesucccs9, 
(Nor is your skill or labour less) 
When bent upon some smart lampoon, 
Will toss and turn your brain till noon ; 
Which, in its jumblings round the skuU^ 
Dilates and makes the vessel full : 
While nothing comes but froth at first. 
You think your giddy head will burst; 
But, squeezing out four lines in rhyme. 
Are largely paid for all your time. 

But you have rais*d your generous mind 
To works of more exalted kind, 
Palladio was not half so skiird in 
The grandeur or the art of building. 

* It Is t eommon saying, when the milk burns to^ t&at tho 
derU or ilie bUliop has set his foot in it. - 

Two 



Two temples of magnifick size 
Attract the curious traveller's eyes, 
That might be envy*d by the Greeks } 
Raised up by you in twenty weeks : 
Here gentle goddess Qoacine 
Receives all offerings at her shrine. 
In separate cells^ the hes and shes* 
Here pay their vows with bended knees i 
For 'ris prophane when sexes mingle^ 
And every nymph must enter single ; 
And when she feels an inward motion^ 
Come fiird with reverence and devotion* 
The bashful maid, to hide her blush. 
Shall creep no more behind a bushj 
Here unobserved she boldly goes. 
As who should say, to pluck a rose. 

Ye, who frequent this hallow'd scenc^ 
Be not ungrateful to the dean i 
But duly, ere you leave your station. 
Offer to him a pure libation. 
Or of his own or Smedley*s lay. 
Or billet-doux, or lock of hay : 
And> O ! may all who hither come. 
Return with unpolluted thumb ! 

Yet, when your lofty domes I praise^ 
I sigh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raise my style. 
And sweetly moralize a while. 

Thee, bounteous goddess Cloacine^ 
To temples why do we confine ? 
Forbid in open air to breathe, 
Why are thine altars fixt beneath ? 
When Saturn rul'd the skies alone, 
(That golden age to gold unknown) 
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This earthly globe, to thee assign'd^ 

Received the gifts of all mankind. 

Ten thousand altars smoking round 

Were bulk to thee with offerings crown*d: 

And here thy daily votaries plac'd 

Their sacrifice with zeal and haste : 

The margin of a purling stream 

Sent up to thee a grateful steam ; 

Though sometime!* iliou wert please to wink. 

If Naiads swept tliem from the brink : 

Or where appointing lovers rove. 

The shelter of a shady grove j 

Or offer'd in some flowery valci 

Were J wafted by a gentle gale. 

There many a flower abstersive grew. 

Thy favourite flowers of yellow hue ; 

The crocus and the daffodil, 

The cowslip soft, and sweet jonquil. 

But when at last usurping Jove 
Old Saturn from iils empire drove ; 
Then ghittony, with greasy paws. 
Her napkin pinnM up to her jawsj 
With watery chaps, and wagging chin, 
Brac'd like a drum her oily skin ; 
WedgVI in a spacious elbow chair. 
And on her plate a treble share, 
As if she ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmless man to cram and stuff* 
She sent her priests in wooden shoes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragouts j 
Instead of wholesome bread and cheese. 
To dress their soups and fricassees ; 
And, for our homebred British cheer, 
' Botargo, catsup, and caviare. 

6 This 
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This bloated harpy^ sprung from HtTtf 
Confined thee^ goddess, to a cell : 
Sprung from Eer womb that impious Unc^ 
Contemners of thy rites divine. 
First, lolling Sloth in woollen cap 
Taking her after-dinner nap : 
Pale Dropsy with a^Iow foce. 
Her belly burst, and slow her pace! 
And lordly Gout, wrapt up in fur : 
And wheezicg Asthma, loth to stir : 
Voluptuous Ease, the child of wealthj 
Infecting thus our hearts by stealth. 
None seek thee now in open air^ 
To thee no verdant altars rear ; 
But, in their cells and vaults obscene 
Present a sacrifice unclean ; 
From whence unsavoury vapours rose^ 
Offensive to thy nicer nose. 
Ah ! who, in our degenerate days. 
As nature prompts. His offering pays ? 
Here nature never difference made 
Between the sceptre and the spade. 

Ye great ones, why will ye disdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place in lazy pride 
Your altars near your couches side ; 
When from the homeliest earthen ware 
Arc sent up offerings more sincere. 
Than where the haughty duchess lock^ 
Her silver vase in cedar box ? 

Yet some devotion still remains 
Among our harmless northern swains. 
Whose offerings, placed in golden rankSy 
Adorn our crystal rivers* banks ; 
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Nor seldom grace the flowery downs. 
With spiral tops and copple crowns ; 
Or gilding in a sunny morn 
The humble branches of a thorn* 
So, poets sing, with golden bough 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hither, by luckless crrour led* 
The crude consistence oft I tread : 
Herej wli^n my shoes arc out of case, 
Unweeting gild the tarnish'd lace j 
Here, by tlie sacred bramble tingM, 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Be witness for me> nymph divine, 
I never robb*d thee with design ; 
Nor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To wash thy injur d offering out# 

But stop, ambitious muse, in time. 
Nor dwell on subjects too sublime. 
In vain on lofty heels I tread, 
Aspiring to cxah my head : 
With hoop expanded wide and light. 
In vain I *tempc too high a flight. 

Me Phoebus in a midnight dream 
Accosting said, *^ Go shake your cream *** 
Be humbly minded, know your post; 
Sweeten your tea, and \vatch your toast. 
Thee best befits a lowly style ; 
Teach Dennis how to stir the guile -f- : 
With Peggy Dixon J thoughtful sit, 
Conrriving for the pot and spit- 



.V 



• lo fJjc bolllr, to make butter. 

^ llie quantity uf ale or beer brewed at one tinte. 



Mrs. Dixofij the housekeeper. 

Vol. Virr. * E 
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Takjt down thy proudly swelling sails. 
And rub thy teeth , and pare thy nails : 
At nicely carving show thy wit ; 
But ne'er presume to eat a bit : 
Turn every way thy watchful eye. 
And every guest be sure to ply : 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 
Be these thy arts ; nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame. 
But Cloacina, goddess bright. 

Sleek claims her as his right : 

And Smcdley, flower of all divines^ 
Shall sing the dean in Smedley^s lines. 
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L L#EST it may more quaYrels breed, 
I will never hear you read. 

II. ]5y disputing, I will never, 

To convince you once endeavour. 

III. When A paradox you stick to, 
I will never contradict you. 

IV. When I talk, and you are heedless^ 
I will show no anger needless. 

V. When your speeches are absurd, 
I will ne er object a word. 

VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
I will gi1eve> and fiold my tongpet 



vn. 
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VII. Not a jest or humourous story -* • 
Will I ever tell before ye : 
To be chidden for explaining, 
Wlien you quite mistake the meaning. 

VIII. Never more will I suppose, 

You can taste my verse or prose. 

IX. You no more at me shall fret, 
While I teach, and you forget. 

X. You shall never hear me thunder. 
When you blunder on, and blunder. 

XI. Show your poverty of spirit. 

And in dress place all your merit ; 
Give yourself ten thousand airs ; 
That with me shall break no squares. 

XII. Never will I give advice, ,- 

Till you please to ask me thrice :.. *^ 
Which if yoif in scorn reject. 
Twill be just as I expect. 

Thus we both, shall have our ends. 
And continue special friends. 



THE REVOLUTION 
AT MARKET-^HILL. 173a 

r ROM distant regions Fortune schds 
An odd triumvirate of friends ; 
¥/h^rc Phoebus pays ii scanty stipend. 
Where never yet a codling ripen-d : • 

"" z 2 Hither 
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Hither the firantick goddess draws 
Three sufferers in a ruin'd cause : 
By Action banish'd, here unite^ 
Adean*9 a Spaniard^, and a knight |; 
Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 
The dean and Spaniard find it too wellji 
Condemned to live in service hardi 
On either side his hcmour^ gtuu-d : 
The dean to guard his honour's back. 
Must build a castle at Dmmlack ; 
The Spaniard, sore against his will. 
Must raise a fort at Market-hill. 
And thus the pair of humble gentry 
At north and south are posted sentry ; 
While, in his lordly castle fixt. 
The khi^t triumphant reigns betwixt : 
And, what the wretches r^ost resent. 
To be his slaves, must pay him tent ; 
Attend him daily as their chief. 
Decant his wine, and carve hi* beef. 
O, Fortune! *tis a scandal for thee 
To smile on those who are least worthy : 
Weigh but the merits of the three. 
His slaves have ten times more than he. 

Proud baronet of Nova Scotia t 
The dean and Spaniard must reproach ye : 
Of their two fames the world enough rings : 
Where are thy services ^nd sufferings? 
What if for nothing once you kiss*d. 
Against the grain, a monarch's fist ? 

♦ Dr. Swifl. 

t Col. Harzy Micy, who lerved and lived long 'm Spaih* 

I Sir ArthutAchison. 

What 
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What if, among the courtly tribe, . 

You lost a placcj and sav'd a bribe ? 

And then in surly mood came here 

To fifteen hundred pounds a year» 

jAnd fierce against the whigs haranguM I 

You never veotur d to be hang*d. 

How dare you treat your betters thus ? 

-Are you to be compar'd with us ? 

Come, Spaniard^ let us from our farms 

Gill forth our cottagers to arms ; 

Our forces kt us both unite, 

Attack the foe at left and right ; 

From Mar ket*h ill's exalted head. 

Full northward let your troops be led ; 

While I from DrapierVmount descend. 

And to the south my squadrons bend. 

New-rivcr-walk with friendly shade 

Shall keep my host in ambuscade; 

While you, from where the basin stands. 

Shall scale the rampart with your bands. 

Nor need we doubt the fort to win ; 

I hold intelligence within. 

True, lady Anne no danger fears. 

Brave as the Upton fan she wears ; 

Then, lest upon our first attack 

Her valiant arm should force us back, \ 

And we of all our hopes deprived ; 

1 have a stratagem contrived. 

By these embroidered high-heel'd shoes ' 

She shall be caught as in a noose i 

So well contrived her toes to pinch, 

She 'U not have power to stir an inch : 

These gaody shoes must Hannah place 

Direct before her lady's face 

£ 3 The 
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The shoes put on, our faithful portress 

Admits us in, to storm the fortress ; 

While tortur'd madam bound remains^ 

Like Montexume, in golden chains ; 

Or like a cat with walnuts shod 

Stumbling at ^ery step she trod. 

Sly hunters thus, in Borneo's isle. 

To catch a monkey by a wile. 

The mimick anioial amuse ; 

They place before him gloves and shoes ; 

Which when the brute puts awkward on, 

All his agility is gone : 

In vain to frisk or climb he tries ; 

The huntsmen $q\%c the grinning prize. 

But let us on our first assault 
Secure the larder and the vault : 
The valiant Dennis * you must fix on. 
And 1*11 engage. with Peggy Dixon "j- : 
Then, if we once can seize the key 
And chest tliat keeps my lady's tea, 
They must surrender at discretion ; 
And, soon as we have gain'd possession. 
We *11 act as other conquerors do, 
Divide the realm between us two : 
Then (let me see) well make the knight 
Our clerk, for he can read and write ; 
But must not think, I tell him that. 
Like Lorimer J to wear his hat ; . 
Yet, when we dine without a friend. 
We '11 place him at the lower end. 
Madam, whose skill does all in dress lie. 
May serve to wait on Mrs. Lesley ; 

* The butler. f The Ilpus^%eep©^ 

; The agent. 

But, 
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But, lest it might not be so proper 
That her own maid should overtop her. 
To mortify the creature more. 
We'll take her heels five inches lower. 

For Hannah, when we have no need of hef. 
Twill be our interest to get rid of her : 
And, when we execute our plot, 
' Tis best to hang her on the spot ; 
As all your politicians wise 
Despatch the rogues by whom they rise. 



T R A U L U S. 
A D I A L O G U E * 

BETWEEN 

T OM AND ROBIN*. 1730, 

THEFIRST PART. 

Tom. oAY, Robin, what can Traulus-f- mean 
By bellowing thus against the dean ? 
Why does he call him paltry scribbler. 
Papist, and jacobite, and libeller : 
Yet cannot prove a single fact ? 

Robin. Forgive him, Tom : his head is crackt. 

T. What mischief can the dean have done him. 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 
Why must he sputter, spawl, and slaver it 
In vain agaiqst the people's favourite ? 

* Sods of Rev. Ciuirks Lesley. Sec the uext poem, p. 60. 
t Lord Allen. 

. .- ' B 4 Revile 
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Revile that nation-saving paper, 

Which gave the dean the name of Drapier ? 

R. Why, Tom, I think the case is plain ; 
Party and spleen have turned his brain. 

T. Such friendship never man professed. 
The dean was never so caressM ; 
For Traulus long his rancour nursed. 
Till, God knows why, at last it burst. 
That clumsy outside of a porter, 
How could it thus conceal a courtier ? 

R. I own, appearances are bad ; 
Yet still insist the man is mad. 

T. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to distinguish friends from foes ; 
And, though perhaps among the rout 
He wildly flings his filth about. 
He still has gratitude and sapience. 
To spare the folks that give him ha^pence ; 
Nor in their eyes at random pisses. 
But turns aside like mad Ulysses: 
While Traulus all his ordure scatters 
To foul the man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence comes these inconsistent fits ? 

R. Why, Tom, the man has lost his wits. 

T. Agreed : and yet, when Towxcr snaps 
At people's heels with frothy chaps, 
Hangs down his head, and drops his tail^ 
To say he *s mad will not avail ; 
The neighbours all cry, ** Shoot him dead, 
•^ Hang, drown, or knock him on the h^d^^ 
So Traulus, when he first harangu'd^ 
I wonder why he was not hj^ng'd ; 
For of the two, without dispute, 
Towzer *s the less offensive brute. .. .. 

R. Tom, 
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R. Tom, you mistake the matter quite ; 
Your barking curs will seldom bite ; 
And though you hear him stut-tut-tut-er. 
He barks as fast as he can utter. 
He prates in spite of all impediment. 
While none believes that what he said he meant; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come* 
He calls you rogue ; there *s nothing in ir^ 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
** Begs leave to rail^ but, d — n his blood t 
** He only meant it for your good : 
** His friendship was exacfly tim'd, 
** He sliot before your foes were prim'd* 
•* By this contrivance/ Mn dean ; 
** By G — I 1 11 bring you off as clean -^" 

Then let him use you e'er so rough, 

*• 'Twas all for love," and thit *s enough. 

But, though he sputter through a session. 

It never makes the least impression : 

Whatever he speaks for madness goes. 

With no effect on friends or foes, 
T* The scrubbiest cur in all the pack 

Can set the mastiff on your back^ 

I own, his madness is a jest, 

If that were alt. But he's possest. 

Incarnate with a thousand imps. 

To work whose ends his madness pimps ; 

M^ho o'er each string and wire preside. 

Fill every pipe, each motion guide ; 

Directing every vice we find 

In Scripture to the Devil asslgn'd ; 

Sent from the dark infernal region, 

In him they lodge^ and make him legion. 
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Of brethren he's a false accuser; 

A slanderer, traitor^ and seducer ; 

A fawning, base, trepanning liar ; 

The marks pccuiiar of his sire. 

Or, grant him but a drone at best ; 

A drone can raise a horntt's nest. 

The dean had felt their stings before ; 

And must their malice ne'er give o'er ? 

Still swarm and buzz about his nose ^ 

But Ireland's friends ne'er wanted foes. 

A patriot is a dangerous post, 

When wanted by his country most 5 

Perversely comes in evil cimes^ 

Where virtues are imputed crimes* 

His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnaai ; 

A traitor to the vices regnant. 

What spirit, since the world begiin> 
Could always bear to strive with man ? 
Which God pronounced, he never would. 
And soon convinced them by a flood* 
Yet still the dean on freedom raves ; 
His spirit always strives with slaves* 
' *Tts time at last to spare his ink. 
And let them rot, or hang» or sink. 



T 11 A U L U S, 

THE SECOND FART* 

1 RAULUS, of amphibious breed, 
Motley fruit of mungrel seed ; 
By the dam from lordlings sprung, 
By the sire cxhaPd from dung ; 
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Think on every vice in both| 
Look on him, and see their growth. 

View them on the moiher's side» 
Fiird with falsehood, spleen^ and pride; 
Positive and overbearing, 
Changmg still, and still adhering- 
Spiteful, peevish, rutle, untoward. 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he most is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Keputation ever tearing, 
Ever dearest friendship swearing; 
Judgment weak, and passion strong. 
Always various, always wrong ; 
Provocation never waits. 
Where he love^, or where he hates ; 
Talks whatever comes in his head; 
Wishes ic were all unsaid- 
Let me now the vices trace. 
From the father's scoundrel race. 
Who could give tlie looby such airs ? 
Were tliey masons, ivere they butchers ? 
Herald, lend the muse an answer 
From his atavus and grandsire : 
This was dextrous at his trowel. 
That was bred to kill a cow well : 
Hence the greasy clumsy mien 
In his dress and figure seen ; 
Hence the mean and sordid soul. 
Like his body, rank and foul ; 
Ilencc that wild suspicious peep, 
Like ^ jogue iliat steals a sheep ; 
Hence he learnt the butcher's guile, 
How to cut your throat and smile;* 
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Ijifcc a butcher, doomed for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife | 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Lastly » let his gifts be try'd, 
Borrow'd from the mason's side : 
Some perhaps may think him able 
In the state to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a station 
To destroy the old foundation. 
True indeed, 1 should be gkddcr 
Could he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead descend ! 

In him tell me which prevail. 
Female vices most, or male I 
What produced him, can you tell ? 
Human race^ or imps of Hell t 



ROBIN AND HARRY*. 
1730. 

JKOBTN to beggars with a curse, 
Throws the last shilling in his purse ; 
And, when the coachman comes for pay. 
The rogue must call another day* 

Grave Harry, when the poor are pressing, 
Gives them a penny, and God's blessing ; 

* Sons of Dt. IfCilcy* Harry wa» a CQlood b ihe SpMiik 
lervlce. 

But, 



RO&lir AND HARRY. 



#ft 



But, always careful of the main. 

With twopence left, walks home in rain- 
Robin from noon to night will prate. 

Run out in tongue^ as in estate : 

And, ere a twelyemonth and a day^ 

Will not have one new thing to say* 

Much talking is not Harry s vice: 

He need not tell a story twice : 

And, if he always be so thrifty. 

His fund may last to live and fifty. 
It so fell out, that cautious Harry, 

As soldiers use, for love must marry^ 

And, with his dame, the ocean cross 'd ; 

(All for Love, or the World well Lost !) 

Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 

Just big enough to shelter two in ; 

And in his house, if any body come, 

Will make them welcome to his modicum* 

Where Goody Julia milks the cows. 

And boils potatoes for her spouse ; ^ 

Or darns his hose, or mends his breecheS|V^ 

While Harry 's fencing up his ditches, 
Robin, who ne'er his mind could fix 

To live without a coach and six. 

To patch his broken fortunes, found 

A mistress worth five thousand pound ; 

Swears he could get her in an hour. 

If gaffer Harry would endow her ; 

And sell, to pacify his wrath, 

A birth-right for a mess of brotJi, 
Young Harry, as all Europe know^^ 

Was long the quintessence of beaux ; 

But, when espous'd, he run the fate 

That must attend the married state i 

From 
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From gold brocade and shining armour. 
Was metamorphosM to a farmer ; 
His grazier's coat with dirt besmeared ; 
Nor twice a week will shave his beard. 
Old Robin, all his youth a sloven. 
At fifty-two, when he grew loving. 
Clad in a coat of paduasoy, 
A flaxen wig, and waistcoat gay, 
Powder*d from shoulder down to flank. 
In courtly style addresses Frank ; 
Twice ten years older than his wife. 
Is doom'd to be a beau for life ; 
Supplying those defects by dress, 
Which I must leave the world to guess. 



TO BETTY THE GRISETTE. 1730. 

Queen of wit and beauty, Betty! 
Never may the Muse forget ye : 
How tl^y face charms every shepherd. 
Spotted over like a leopard ! 
And thy freckled neck, displayed. 
Envy breeds in every maid ; 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow. 
Or on parchment ink turn'd yellow ; 
Or a tawny speckled pippin, 
Shriverd with a winter's keeping. 

And, thy beauty thus despatched. 
Let me praise thy wit unmatched. 

Sets of phrases^ cut and dry. 
Evermore thy tongue supply. 



And 



TO BETTY THE GRISETTE, 

And thy memory 13 loaded 
W ith old scraps from plays exploded J 
Stock'd with repartees and jokes. 
Suited to all christian folks: 
Shreds of wit, and senseless rhymes, 
Blunder'd out a thousand times. 
Nor wilt thou of gifts be sparing, 
Whicli can ne*er be worse for wearing. 
Picking wit among collegians^ 
In the playhouse upper regions ; 
Where, in eighteenpenny gallery, 
Irish nymphs Icam Irish raillery : 
But thy merit is thy failing. 
And thy raillcr)^ is railing* 

Tims with talents well endued 
To be scurrilous and rude ; 
When you pertly raise your snout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout; 
This among Hibernian asses 
For sheer wit and humour passes. 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit. 
Sweats you have a world of wit^ 
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DEATH AND DAPHNE, 

TO AN AGREEABLE YOUNG LADY, 
BUT EXTREMELY LEAN. 1730^ 

UEATH went upon a solemn day 
At Pluto's hall his court to pay : 
The phantom, having humbly kist 
His grisly monarch's sooty fist. 

Presented 
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Presented him the weekly bills 

Ofdoctorst fevers, plagucsj and pills. 

Pluto, observing since the peace 

The burial article decrease. 

And, vex'd to see affairs miscarry. 

Declared in council. Death must marry i 

VowM he no longer could support 

Old bachelors about his court; 

The interest of his realm had need 

That Death should get a numerous breed j 

Young DeathlingSi who> by practice made 

Proficient in their father's trade. 

With colonies might stock around 

His large dominions under ground, 

A consult of coquettes below 
Was caird, to rig him out a beau i 
From her own head Megera takes 
A periwig of twisted snakes i 
Which in the nicest fashion curfd^ 
(Like toupets of this upper world) 
With flowers of sulphur powder'd well, 
That graceful on his shoulders fell ; 
An adder of the sable kind 
In line direct hung down behind ; 
The owlj the raven, and the bat. 
Clubbed for a feather to his hat; 
His coat, a usurer*s velvet pall, 
Bequeatird to Pluto, corpse and alL 
But, loth his person to expose 
Bare, like a carcase pick'd by crows, 
A lawyer o*er his bands and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment case* 
No new fluxM rake show'd fairer skin ; 
Nor Phyllis after lying in< 
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With snufFvvas filPd his ebon box, 

Of shin*boncs rotted by the pox. 

Nine spirits of blaspheming fops. 

With aconite anoint his chops i 

And give him words of dreadful sounds, 

G — d d— HI his blood ! and b — d and w-^s I 

Thus furnished out, he sent his train 
To take a house in Warwick hue : 
The focuhy, his humble friends, 
A complimenfral message sends : 
Their president in scarlet gown 
Harangued, and welcomed him to town. 

But Death had business to dispatch; 
His mind was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphne's fame. 
His majesty of tcrrours came. 
Fine as a colonel of the guards. 
To nsit where she sate at cards: 
She I as he came into the room* 
Thought him Adonis in his bloom- 
And now her heart with pleasure jumps ; 
She scarce remembers what is trumps; 
For such a shape of skin and bone 
Was never seen, except her own ; 
Charm'd with his eyes, and cliin, and snout^ 
Her packet glass drew sHly out; 
And grew enamour*d with her phiz. 
As just the counter J lart of his. 
She darted many a private glance. 
And freely made the first advance; 
Was of her beauty grown so vain, 
She doubted not to win the sv-ain. 
Nothing she thought could sooner gain him. 
Than with her wit to entertain him. 
Vol. Vm. F She 
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She ask*d about her friends belo^ ; 
This meagre fop, that batter'd beau : 
Whether some late departed toasts 
Had got gallants among the ghosts ? 
If Chjoe were a sharper still 
As great as ever at quadrille ? 
(The ladies there must needs be rooks» 
For cards, we know, are Pluto's books) 
If Florimel had found her love. 
For whom shq hang'd herself above ? 
How oft a week was kept a ball 
By Proserpine at Pluto's hall i 
She fancied these Elysian shades 
The sweetest place for masquerades : 
How pleasant on the banks of Styx, 
To troll it in a coach and six ! 

What pride a female heart inflames ! 
How endless are ambition's aims I 
Cease, haughty nymph; the Fates decree 
Death must not be a spouse for thee : 
I'or, when by chance the meagre shade 
Upon thy hand his finger laid. 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead. 
His matrimonial spirit fled ; 
He felt about his heart a damp, 
That quite extinguished Cupid's lamp : 
Away the frighted spectre scuds. 
And leaves my lady in the suds. 
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DAPHNE. 

Daphne knows, with equal ease. 
How to vex and how to please ; 
But the folly of her sex 
Makes her sole delight to vex. 
Never woman more devis'd 
Surer ways to be despis'd : 
Paradoxes weakly wielding. 
Always coaquer'd, never yielding. 
To dispute, her chief delight, 
With not one opinion right : 
Thick her arguments she lays on. 
And with cavils combats reason ; 
Answers in decisive way, 
Never hears what you can say : 
Still her odd perverseness shows 
Chiefly where she nothing knows ; 
And, where she is most familiar. 
Always peevishcr and sillier : 
All her spirits in a flame 
When she knows she 's most to blame. 
Send me hence ten thousand miles. 
From a face that always smiles : 
None could ever act that part, 
But a Fury in her heart. 
Ye who hate such inconsistence. 
To be easy, keep your distance : 
Or in folly still befriend her. 
But have no concern to mend her. 

F 2 Lode 
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Lose not time to contradict her^ 
Nor endeavour to convict her. 
Never take it in your thought. 
That she 'II own, or cure a fault* 
Into contradiction warm her. 
Then, perhaps, you may reform her : 
Only take this rule along, 
Always to advise her wrong ; 
And reprove her when she *s right ; 
She may then grow wise for spite. 

No — that scheme will ne'er succeed^ 
She has better learnt her creed : 
She 's too cunning, and too skilful. 
When to yield, and when be wilful. 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors, 
One for truth, and one for crrours : 
That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful ; 
This is flattering and delightful : 
That she throws away as foul ; 
Sits by this, to dress her soul. 

Thus you have the case in view. 
Daphne, 'twixt the dean and you. 
Heaven forbid he should despise thee ! 
But will never more advise thee. 
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THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK, 

A FABLE* BY DR, DELANY. 1730. 

" "— Quia iniqasa 
' Tam patiess urblsj tarn feneus^ nt teneat le }** 

1 N ancient times^ as bards indite, 
(If clerks have conn'd the records riglit) 
A Peacock rcign'd, whose glorious sway 
His subjects with delight obey: 
His tail was beauteous to behold, 
Replete with goodly eyes and gold j 
Fair emblem of that monarch's guise. 
Whose train at once is rich and wise; 
And princely rulM he many regions. 
And statesmen wise, and valiant legions. 

A Pheasant lord *, above the rest. 
With ever}' grace and talent blest, 
Was sent to sway^ with all his skill. 
The sceptre of a neighbouring hill-f'. 
No science was to him unknown. 
For all the arts were all his own : 
In all the li\-ing learned read* 
Though more delighted with the dead: 
For birds, if ancient tales say true. 
Had then tlieir Popes and Homers too ; 
Could read and write in prose and verse. 
And speak like **^*, and build likePearce J. 

* Lnmd Carteret, lord lieutenant of Ireland. 

j Jrrland 

I A famous moderu architect, who built the parliament house 
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He knew their voices, and their wingj. 

Who dnioothest soars, who awfeetcst sings ; ^ 

Who toils with ill-iledg*d pens to climb. 

And who attained the true sublime : 

Their merits he could well descry. 

He had so exquisite an eye ; " 

And when that fail'd, to show them clear. 

He had as exquisite an ear. 

It chanc*d, as on a day he stray*d, 

Beneath an academick shade, 

He lik'd, amidst a thousand throats, 

The wildness of a Woodlark's • notes, 

And searched, and spy'd, and seized his game^ 

And took him home, and made hkn tame ] 

Found him on trial true and able, 

So cheer'd and fed him at his table. 

Here some shrewd critick finds I'm caught. 
And cries out, " Better fed than taught** — 
Then jests on game and tame, and readi 
And jests, and so my tale proceeds. 
Long had he study*d in the wood. 
Conversing with thie wise and good ; 
His soul with harmony inspired. 
With love of truth and virtue fir'd : 
His brethi-en'^ good and Maker*s praise 
Were all the study of his lays ; 
Were all his study in retreat. 
And now employed him with the great. 
His friendship was the sure resort 
Of all the wretched at the court ; 
But chiefly merit in distress 
. His greatest blessing was to bless.— 

* Dr. Dclany. 

This 
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This fix'd him in his patron^s breast. 
But fir d with envy all the rest : 
I mean that noisy craving crcw^ 
Who round the court incessant flew. 
And prey*d like rooks, by pairs and dozens. 
To fill the maws of sons and cousins : 
** Unmoved their heart, and chill'd their blood, 
** To every thought of comnFxon good, 
•* Confining every hope and care 
^* To their own low contracted sphere/' 
These ran him down with ceaseless cry. 
But found it hard to tell you why. 
Till his own worth and wit supply 'd 
Sufficient matter to deride ; 
** 'Tis Envy*s safest, surest rule, 
** To hide her rage in ridicule : 
** The vulgar eye she best beguiles, 
*' When all her snakes are deck'd with smiles : 
** Sardonick smiles, by rancour rais'd ! 
** Tormented most wlien seeming pleas'd I" 
Their spite had more than half expired. 
Had he not wrote what all admifd ; 
What morsels had their malice wanted. 
But that he bLiilt, and plannM, and planted! 
How had his sense and learning griev'd them. 
But that his charity relieved them ! 

" At highest worth dull Malice reaches, 
** As slugs pollute the fairest peaches: 
" Envy defames, as harpies vile 
*' Devour the food they first defile." 

Now ask the fruit of all his favour^-* 
** He was not hitherto a saver" — 
^ What then could make their rage mn mad ? 
*' Why what he hop d, not what he had* 
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** What tyrant e'er invented ropes, 
•* Or racks, or^rods, to punish hopes ? 
•* Th' inheritance of Hope and Fame 
•* Is seldom Earthly Wisdom's aim ; 
** Or, if it were, is not so small, 
^* But there is room enough for alL" 

If he but chance to breathe a song, 
(He seldom sang, and never long) 
The noisy, rude, malignant crowd, 
Where it was high, pronounced it loud : 
Plain Truth was Pride ; and what was sillier. 
Easy and Friendly was Familiar. 

Or, if he tun'd his lofty lays. 
With solemn air to Virtue's praise. 
Alike abusive and erroneous. 
They call'd it hoarse and unharmonious : 
Yet so it was to souls like theirs, 
Tuneless as Abel to the bears I 

A Rook •* with harsh malignant caw 
Began, was foUow'd by a Daw ^ ; 
(Though some, who would be thought to know. 
Are positive it was a Crow) 
Jack Daw was seconded by Tit, 
Tom Tit X could write, and so he writ; 
A tribe of tuneless praters follow, 
The Jay, the Magpie, and the Swallow j 
And twtfntymure their throats let loose, 
Down to the witless waddling Goose. 

Some peeked at him, some flew, some flutter d. 
Some hiis'd, some scrcam'd, and others mutter'd : 

* Dr. T r. 

f KigLt hon.Rich. Tighc. 

* Dr. Sheridan. 

The 
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The Crow J on carrion wont to feast, 
The Carrion Crow condemn'd his taste : 
The Rook in earnest too, not joking, 
^wore all his singing was but croaking. 

Some thought they meant to show their wit» 
Might think so still — " but that they writ"— 
Could it be spite or envy; — ** No^ — 
** WTici did no ill, could have no foe,''™ 
So Wise Simplicity esteemed, 
Quite otherwise Tme Wisdom deemM; 
This question rightly understood, 
** What more provokes than doing good ? 
** A soul ennobled and refiii'd 
** Reproaches every baser mind : 
** As strains exalted and nmelodious 
** Make every meaner musick odious." — 

At length the Nightingale ♦ was heard. 
For voice and wisdom long revered ^ 
Esrcem'd of ali the wise and good, 
The Guardian Genius of the wood ; 
He long in discontent retir'd, 
Yet not obscurM, but more admir'd ; 
His ba*th ten's scnnle souls disdaining. 
He liv'd indignant and complaining : 
They now afresh provoke his choler, 
(It seems the Lark had been his scholar, 
A favourite scholar always near him, 
And oft had wak*d whole niglits tu hear him) 
Ejirag*d he canvasses the matter. 
Exposes all their senseless chatter, 
Shows him and rhem In such a lif^ht. 
As more cDtlames, yet quells ihcix spite< 
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And though he had no other notion. 

But buildings planning, and devotion ; 

Though 'tis a maxim you muft know, 

** Who does no ill> can have no foe ;*^ 

Yet how can I express tn words 

The strange stupidity of birds ? 

This lark was hated In the wood^ 

Because be did his brethren good. 

At last the Nightingale comes in. 

To hold the do6lor by the chin : 

We all can find out what he meaaa^ 

The worst of disaffefted deans : 

Whose wit at best was next to none. 

And now that little next is gone. 

Against the court is always blabbing, 

And calls the senate-hoube a cabin ; 

So dull, that but for spleen and spite. 

We ne*er should know that he could write j 

Who thinks the nation always err*d. 

Because himself is not preferr'd : 

His heart is through his libel seen. 

Nor could his malice spare the queen : 

Who, liad she known his vile behaviour. 

Would ne*cr have shown him so much favouf. 

A noble lord ^ has told his pranks. 

And well deserves the nation's thanks, 

O 1 would the senate ddgn to show 

Resenimcnt on this public foe ; 

Our Nightingale might fit a cage. 

There let hini starve, and vent his ragci 

Or, would they Imt in fetters bind. 

This enemy of homankint! ! 

Harmonious Coffee -f-, show thy zeal, 

• Lord A!lcn, the sjtme who h mt^aal by Tradus* See p* 55. 

+ A Dubliii garretctr, 

Tliott 
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Thou champion for the commonweal : 
Nor on a theme like this repine. 
For once to wet thy pen divine : 
Bestow that libeller a lash. 
Who daily vends seditious trash : 
Who dares revile the nation's wisdom. 
But in the praise of virtue is dumb: 
That scribbler lash, who neither knows 
The turn of verse, nor style of prose; 
Whose malice, for the \vor3t of ends. 
Would have us lose our English friends i 
Who never had one public thought. 
Nor ever gave the poor a groat* 
One clincher more, and I have done, 
1 end my labours with a pun. 
Jove send this Nightingale may fall. 
Who spends his day and night in gall ! 
So^ Nightingale and Lark adieu ; 
I sec the greatest owls in you 
That ever screeched, or ever flew. 
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ON THE IRISH CLUB. 



Ye paltry underlings of state. 

Ye senators, who love to prate ; 

Ye rascals of inferiour note, 

Who for a dinner sell a vote ; 

Ye pack of pensionary peers. 

Whose fingers itch for poets' earsj 

Ye bishops, far remov'd from saints. 

Why all this rage ? Why these xomplaints ? 

Why 
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Xjtt pirisfics, bf \ 

CoBvioGc OS thej'bdKvc z ! 

Nor sell wbjc tiicj so dcsH j boaj^k^ 

TKiscoGBOyy oovtbaromiy IbrBOU^^ 

Ne^ei did a tme fltaidL mnse 

TiffiBC or Innncmcr abuse ; 

And 'tis againsr poedck raks 

To rail at men, b^ Bitnre feob : 

Bat* *♦•••••• 



THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGR 

jEtATIS SU^ fifty-two, 

A rich divine began to woo 

A handsome, young, imperious gid. 

Nearly related to an earl. 

Her parents and her friends consent. 

The couple to the temple went : 

They first invite the Cyprian queen ; 

Twas answered, *^ She would not be seen ;•• 

The 
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The Graces next, and all the Muses, 
Were bid in form, but sent excuses* 
Juno attended at the porch, 
With farthing candle for a torch ; 
While mistress Iris held her train. 
The faded bow distilling rain. 
Then Hebe came, and took her place. 
But show'd no more than half her face. 

Whatever those dire forebodings meant^ 
In mirth the wedding-day was spent; 
The wedding -day, you take me rights 
I promise nothing for the night. 
The bridegroom, drest to make a figure, 
Assumes an artificial vigour; 
A flouriahM nightcap on, to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, smiling face; 
Like the feint red upon a pippin, 
Half withered by a winter^s keeping. 

And thus set out this happy pair. 
The swain is rich, the nymph is fair; 
But, what I gladly would forget. 
The swain is old, the nymph coquette. 
Both from the goal together start i 
Scarce run a step before they part ; 
No common ligament that binds 
The various textures of their minds : 
Their thoughts and actions, hopes and fears. 
Less corresponding than their years. 
Her spouse desires his coffee soon. 
She rises to her tea at noon. 
While he goes out to cheapen books. 
She at the glass consults her looks : 
While Betty's buzzing in her ear, 
Lord, what a dress these parsons wear ! 

So 
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So odd a choice how could she make ! 
Wish'd him a colonel for her sake. 
Then, on her fingers ends, she county 
Exaft^ to what his age amounts. 
Tlie dean j she heard her uncle say. 
Is sixty if he be a day ; 
His ruddy cheeks are no disguise ; 
Yoa see the crow*s feet round his eyes* 

At one she rambles to die shops. 
To cheapen tea, and talk with fops; 
Or calls a council of her maids, 
And tradesmen, to compare brocades. 
Her weighty morning business o'er. 
Sits down to dinner just at four ; 
Minds nothmg that Is done or said. 
Her evening- work so fills her head* 
The dean, who us'd to dine at one. 
Is mawkish, and his stomach gone ; 
In threadbare gown* would scarce a louse hold^ 
Looks like the chaplain of his household ; 
Beholds her, from the chaplain's place. 
Id French brocades, and Flanders lace ; 
He wonders what employ her brain. 
But neicr asks, or asks in vain ; 
His mind is full of other cares. 
And, in the sneaking parson's airs, 
Computes, that half a parisii dues 
Will hardly find his wife in shoes. 

Cmsr thou imagine, dull divine. 
Twill gain her love, to make her fine ? 
Hath she no other wants beside ? 
You raise desire, as well as pride. 
Enticing coxcombs to adore, 
And teach her to despise thee more. 
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If in her coach shc*ll condescend 
To plate him at the hinder end. 
Her hodp is hoist above his nose, 
His odious gpwn would soil her clothes. 
And drops him at the church, to pray. 
While she drives on to see the play. 
He, like an Orderly divine. 
Comes home a quarter after tiine. 
And meets her hasting to the ball : 
Her chairman push hint from the wall. 
He enters in, and walks up stairs. 
And calls the family to prayers ; 
Then goes alone td take his rest 
In bed, where he Can spare her best 
At five the footmen make a din^ 
Her ladyship is just come in ; 
The masquerade began at two. 
She stole away with much ado ; 
And shall be chid this afternoon, 
For leaving company so soon : 
She '11 say, and she may truly say't. 
She can't abide to stay out late. 

But now, tho' scarce a twelvemonth mariied^ 
Poor lady Jane has thrice miscarried : 
The cause, alas, is quickly guest ; 
The town has whisper'd round the jest. 
Think on some remedy in time, 
You find his reverence past his prime. 
Already dwindled to a lath ; 
No other way but try the Bath. 

For Venus, rising from the ocean, 
Infqs'd a strong prolifick potion. 
That mix*d with AcheloSs' spring. 
The homed flood, as poets sing. 
Vol. VIII. ' G Who, 
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Who, with an English beauty smittert. 
Rah under ground from Greece to Britiun ; 
The genial virtue with him brought, 
And gave the nymph a plenteous draught ; 
Then fled, and left his horn behifnd. 
For husbands past their youth to find : 
The nymph, who still with passion bum'd. 
Was to a boiling fountain turn'd^ 
Where childless wives crowd every morn^ 
To drink in Achelotis' born. 
And here the father often gains 
That title by another's pains. 

Hither, though much against the gndn. 
The dean has carry 'd lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would not consent. 
But vow'd his money all was spent : 
His money spent ! a clownish reason f 
And must my lady slip her season ? 
The do&OTy with a double fee. 
Was brib'd to make the dean agree. 

Here all diversions of the place 
Are proper in my lady^s case : 
With which she patiently complies. 
Merely because her friends advise ; 
His money and her time employs 
In musick, raffling- rooms, and toys ; 
Or in the Cross-bath seeks an heir. 
Since others oft* have found one there i 
Where if the dean by chance appears^ 
It shames his cassock and his years. 
He keeps his distance in the gallery. 
Till banished by some coxcomb's raillery ; 
For 'twould his charaftcr expose 
To batlie among the belles and beaux. 

So 
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So have I seen, within a pen, 
Young ducklings fbstcr'd by a hen ; 
feut, when let out, they fun and muddle. 
As instinct leads them, in a puddle : 
^he sober hen, not born to swim, 
With mournful note clucks round the bfim* 

The dean, with all his best endeavour^ 
Gets hot an heir, but get5 a fever. 
A victim to the last essays 
Of vigour in declining daySj 
He dies^ and leaves his mourning mate 
CWhat could he less ?) his whole estate.. 

The widow goes through all her forms J 
New Idvers now will come in swarms. 
O, may I see her soon dispensing 
Her favours to some broken ensign 1 
Him let her marry, for his face, 
And only coat of tarnish'd lace ; 
To turn her naked out of doors. 
And spend her jointure on his whores ; 
But, for a parting present, leave her 
A rooted pox to last for ever I 
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AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD; 

OR, THE 

TRUE ENGLISH DEAN* 

TO KE fiAK(}£]> FOR A KAFE. 1730. 

L 

Our brethren of England, who love us so dear. 
And in all they do for us so kindly do mean, 

(A blessing upon them!) have sent us this year 
For the good of our churchy a true English dean* 

A holier priest ne*cr was wrapt up in crape. 

The worst you can say, he committed a rape« 

11. 

In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Chester, 
And there he grew fond of another man*s wife ; 

Burst into her chamber, and would have caftss'd her ; 
But she valued her honour much more than her 
life. 

She bustled, and struggled, and made her escape 

To a room full of guests, for fear of a rape. 

III. 

The dean he pursued, to recover his game ; 

And now to attack her again he prepares : 
But the company stood in defence of the dame. 

They cudgell'd, and cuft him, and kicked him 
down stairs. 
His deanship was now in a damnable scrape. 
And this was no time for committing a rape. 

* Dr. Thomas Sawbridgc^ dean of Fernet. 

IV. To 
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IV. 

Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, 
i\nd orders the landlord to bring him a whore i 
Ho scruple came on him his gown to expose, 

Twas what all his life he had practis*d before. 
He had made liimaelf drunk with the juice of the 

grape. 
And got a good clap> but committed no rape. 

V, 

The dean, and his landlord, a jolly comradei 
Resok'd for a fortnight to swim in delight ; 

For why, they had both been brought up to the trade 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all nightp 

His landlord was ready his deanship to ape 

Ja ?yery debauch^ but committing a rape, 

VI. 

This protesunt zealot, this English divine, 
In church and in state was of principles sound; 

Was truer than Steele to the Hanover line. 
And gricv'd that a tory should live abo% e ground. 

Shall a subject so loyal be hangM by the napc^ 

For no other crime bqt committing a rape ? 

Vfl. 

By old popish canons, as wise men have pennM "em, 

Each priest had a concubine, jare ic^kfmi ' 
Who*d be dean of Femes without a cQmmeniamT 

And precedents we can produce, if it please ye : 
Then why should the dean, when whores are sa 

cheap, 
h put to the peril and toil of a rape ? 

a 3 Vril, If 
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VIII. 
If fortune should please but to take such a crotchet 

(To thee I apply, great Smcdley*s successor) 
To give thee lawn sleeves, a mitre, and rochet. 
Whom wouldst tbo\i resemble ? I leave thee a 
guesser, 
But I only behold thee in Atherton*s * shape. 
For sodor^' hapg'd ; as, thoxi for a rape. 

IX. 

Ah ! dost thou not envy the brave colonel Chartres, 
Condemn'd for thy crime at threescore and ten i 

To hang him, all England would lend him their 
garters, 
Yet he lives, and is ready to ravish again. 

Then throttle thyself with an ell of strong tape. 

For thou hast not a groat to atone for a rape, 

X. 

The dean he was vex'd that his whores were sa 
willing : 

He long*d for a girl that would struggle and squall; 
He ravish'd her fairly, and sav'd a good shilling ; 

But here was to pay the devil and all. 
Jlis trouble nnd sorrows now come in a heap. 
And hang'd he must be for committing a rape, 

XL 

If maidens are ravish'd, it is their own choice : 
Why are they so wilful to struggle with men ? 

If they would but lie quiet^ and stifle their voice. 
No devil nor dean could ravish them then. 

Nor would there be need of a strong hempen cape 

Tied round the dean's neck for committing a rape 
^ A biaho|» of Watcrford^ of infamous character. 

Xii. Our 
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Oor church and our state dear England maintains, 
For which all true Protestant hearts should be glad: 

She sends us our bishops, our judges, and deans. 
And better would give us, if better she had. 

But, lord ! how the rabble will stare and will gape. 

When the good English dean is hang'd up for a rape. 



ON STEPHEN DUCK, 
THE THRESHER AND FAVOURITE POET, 

A GUIBBUNG EPIGRAM. I730. 

_l HE thresher Duck could o'er the queen prevail, 
The proverb says, •* no fence against a flail/' 
From threshing corn he turns to thresh his brains; 
For which her majesty allows him grains : 
Though *tis confcst* that those, who ever saw 
Jin poems, think them all not worth a straw ! 

Thrice happy Duck, employ'd in threshing stubble f 
Thy toil is lessened, and thy profits double. 



THE LADTS DRESSING ROOM*, 1730, 

r IVE hours fand who can do it less in ?) 
By haughty Caelia spent in dressing ; 

♦ A defence of " The Lady's Dressing Room,*' by some fkce- 
tiom hlend of our autbor, 13 printed in K;mlknrr"s cditit>n i 
H'hkh, after u humorous travesty of ten lines only of *-' Horace't 
'• Art of Boctxy/* decides cleailj that ihcrr arc ten titnes more 
ilovenly cxprciMoni In those itn liiiei of Horace^ than in the 
mhdt poem of Dr. Swifu 

G 4 The 
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The goddess from her chamber issues, 
Airay'd in lace, brocades, and tissues. 

Stiephon, who found the room was t-oid. 
And Betty otherwise employed ^ 
Stole in, and took a strict surrey 
Of all the litter as it lay i 
Whereof, to mako the matter deaf , 
An inventory follows here. 

And, first, a dirty smock appcafd^ 
Bmcath the armpits well bcsmear'd ; 
Strcphon, the rogue, display*d it wide, 
And turned it round on e^ry side : 
On such a point, few words are best. 
And Strephon bids us guess the rest ; 
But swears, how damnably the men lie 
In calling CeBlia sweet and cleanly* 

Kow listen, while he next produces 
The Tarious combs for various uses ; 
Fiird up with dirt so dasely fixt. 
No brush could force a way betwixt ; 
A paste of composition rare. 
Sweat, dandriff', powder, lead, and hair t 
A forchead*cloth with oil upon *t, 
To smooth the wrinkles on her froot : 
Here aIum-flower» to stop the steami 
Eathal'd from sour uosaToury streams ; 
There night gloves made of Tripsey's hidC| 
Bcqucathy by Tripscy wheq she died ; 
Wirh puppy-water, bcaory*s help, 
Distiird from Tripscy's darling whelp. 
Here gallipots and rnds placed. 
Some fill'd with washes, some with paste t 
Some with pomatums, paints, and slops. 
And ointments good for scabby chops* 



Hard 
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Hard by a filthy basin stands^ 

FouFd with the scouring of her hands f 

The btfin takes whatever comes. 

The scrapiJigs from her teeth and gums, 

A nasty compound of all hues, 

For here she spits, and here she spews. 

But, ah ! it tum'd poor Strephon's bowels^ 
When he beheld and smelt the towels, 
Bcgumm*d, bematter'd, and beslim'd. 
With dirt, and sweat, and earwax gricn'd; 
No object Strephon's eye escapes ; 
Her petticoats in frowzy heaps ; 
Nor be the handkerchiefs forgot. 
All varnished oer with snuff and snot. 
The stockings why should I expose, 
StainM with the moisture of her toes *, 
Or greasy coifs, or pinners reeking, 
Which Caelia slept at least a week m ? 
A pair of tweezers next he found. 
To pluck her brows in arches round ; 
Or hairs that sink the forehead low^ 
Or on her chin like bristles grow. 

The virtues we must not let pass 
Of Caelia*s magnifjnng- glass j 
When frighted Strephon cast his eye on*t. 
It showed the visage of a giant : 
A glass that can to sight disclose 
The smallest worm in Cselia*s nose. 
And faithfully direct her nail 
To squeeze k out from head to taili 
For, catch it nicely by the head. 
It must come out, alive or dead. 



# Ymx, *' marks of ftinklag t<>cs.*' 
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Why, Strephon, will yoa tell the rest ? 
And must you needs describe the chest ? 
That careless wench ! no creature warn her 
To move it out from yonder corner 1 
But leave it standing full in sight. 
For you to exercise yoor spite ? 
In vain the workman ahow'd his wit^ 
With rings and hinges counterfeit. 
To make it seem in this disguise 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes : 
Which Strephon ventur'd to look in^ 
ResolvKl to go through thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 
He smelt it all the time before. 

As, from within Pandora's box. 
When Epimetheus oped the locks, 
A sudden universal crew 
Of human evils upward fieWp 
He still was comforted to find 
That hope at last remained behind i 
So Strephon, lifting up the lid. 
To view what in the chest was hid. 
The vapours flew from out the vent j 
But Strephon J cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 
And foul his hands in search of hope* 

O ! ne'er may such a vile machine 
Be once in CTlia's chamber seen ! 
O ! may she better learn to keep 
Those •* secrets of the hoary deep * I" 

As mutton -cutlets, prime of meat, 
'Which, though with art, you salt and beat. 
As laws of cookery require. 
And roast them at the clearest fire i 
* Milton. 
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If from adown the hopeful chops 

The fat upon the cinder drops, 

To stinking smoke it turns the flame. 

Poisoning the flesh from whence it came. 

And up exhales a greasy stench, 

For which you curse the careless wench : 

So things which must not be exprest. 

When plump'd into the reeking chest. 

Send up an excremental smell 

To taint the parts from whence they fell ; 

The petticoats and gown perfume. 

And waft a stink round every room* 

Thus finishing his grand survey, 
Pisgusted Strephon stole away ; 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 
'' Oh ! Cselia, Caelia, Calia sh— !'• 
But Vengeance, goddess never sleeping. 
Soon punish'd Strephon for his peeping : 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he sees with all her stinks ; 
And, if unsavoury odours fly. 
Conceives a lady standing by. 
AH women his description fits. 
And both ideas jump like wits ; 
Py vicious fancy coupled fast. 
And still appearing in contrast. 

I pity wretched Strephon, blind 
To all the charms of woman kind. 
Should I the Queen of Love refuse, 
Because she rose from stinking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the scene, 
Btatira *s but some pocky quean. 

When Caelia all her glory shows, ' 
If Strephon would but stop his nose, 

6 (Who 
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(Who now so impiously blasphetnes 

Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams^ 

Her washes, slops, and every clout^ 

With which he makes so foul a rout ;) 

He soon would learn to think like me^ 

And bless his ravish'd eyes to see 

Such order from confusion sprung. 

Such gaudy tulips raised froni dung. 



THE POWER OF TIME. 1730, 

If neither brass nor marble can withstand 
The mortal force of Time's destructive hand ; 
If mountains sink to vales, if cities die, 
And lessening rivers mourn their fountains dry : 
When my old cassock (said a Welsh divine) 
Is out at elbows ; why should I repine ? 



ON MR. PULTENEY'S 
BEING PUT OUT OF THE COUNCIL. 1751. 

Sir Robert, weary'd by Will Pulteney*s teazings^ 
Who interrupted him in all his leasings, 
Resolv'd that Will and he should meet no more. 
Full in his face Bob shuts the council-door; 
Nor lets him sit as justice on the bench ^ 
To punish thieves, or lash a suburb-wench. 
Yet still St. Stephen^s chapel open lies 
For Will to enter. — What shall I advise ? 

Ev^n 
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Ev'n quit the House, for thou too long has sat in*t. 
Produce at last thy dormant ducal patent ; 
There, near thy master's throne in shelter placed. 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder waste. 
Yet still I fear your work is done but half: 
For, while he keeps his pen, you are not safe* 

Hear an old fable, and a dull one too ; 
It bears a moral, when apply*d to you. 

A hare had long escapM pursuing hounds 
By often shifting into distant grounds ; 
Till, finding all his artifices vain, 
To save his life he leap'd into the main* 
But there, alas ! he could no safety find, 
A pack of dogfish had him in the wind* 
He scours away * and, to avoid the foc^ 
Descends for shelter to the shades below* 
There Cerberus lay watcliing in his den, 
(He had not seen a hare the lord knows when) 
Out bounc'd the mastiff of the triple head ; 
Away the hare with double swiftness fled ; 
Hunted from earth, and sea, and Hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him wings) for safety to the skies. 
How was the fearful animal distrest ! 
Behold a foe more fierce than all the rest t 
Sirius, the swiftest of the heavenly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch to seize him by the back. 
He fled to earth, but first it cost him dear : 
He left his scut behind, and half an ear* 

Thus was the hare pursu'd^ though free from 
guilt ; 
Thus, Bob, shalt thou be maufd, fly where thou wilt. 
Then, honest Robin, of thy corpse beware ; 
Thou art not half so nimble as a hare : 
Too potiderous is thy bulk to mount the sky ; 
'fell, before you die. 
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So keen thy hunters, and thy scent so strongi 
Thy turns and doublings cannot save thee long *« 



EPITAPH 

O K 

FREDERICX DUKE OP SCHOMBERGf* 

Hie infra situm est corpus 
FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBERG. 
ad BUDINDAM occisi, A. D. 169O. 
DECANUS et CAPITULUM maximopere etiam 
atque etiam petierunt, 
Ut H^REDEs Ducis monumcntum 
In memoriam parentis erigendum curarent: 
Sed postquam per epistolas, per amicos^ 
diu ac saep^ orando nil profcc^re ; 
Hunc demum lapidem ipsi statuerunt^ 
X Saltern ut scias, hospes, 
Ubinam terrarum SCONBERGENSIS cineres 
delitescunt. 
•• Plus potuit fama virtutis apud alienos, 
*' Quam sanguinis proximitas apud suos/* 
A. D. 1731. 

♦ Tills hunting ended in the promotion of Will and Bob. Bbb 
was no longer first minister, but earl of Orford ; and Will was no 
longer his opponent, but earl of Bath. 

t The duke was unhappily killed, in crossing the river Boime* 
July I, 1690 ; and was buried in St. Patrick's cathedral ; where 
the dean and chapter erected a small monument to his honour^ at 
tJicir own expense. 

J The words that Dr. Swift first concluded the epitaph with 
were, •' Saltern ut sciat viator indignabundus, quali in cellule 
** tanti ductoris cineres delitescunt." 

CAS- 
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1 WO college sophs of Cambridge growth. 
Both special wits^ and lovers both^ 
Confemng as thej iis*d to meet 
On lovcj and books, and rapture sweet i 
|(Musc, find me names to fit my metre, 

ssinus this, and t'other Peter) 
Friend Peter to Cassinus goes^ 
To chat a while, and waxm his nose t 
But such a sight was never seen, 
The lad lay swallow 'd up in spleen. 
He scem'd as just crept out of bed ; 
One greasy stocking round hU head, 
Ttie other he sat down to darn 
With threads of different coloured yarn; 
His breeches torn, exposing wide 
A ragged shirt and tawny hide* 
Scorch'd were his shins, his legs were bare. 
But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was o'er his shoulders thrown, 
(A nig, for nightgown he had none) 
His Jordan stood in manner fitting 
Between his legs to spew or spit in ; 
His ancient pipe, in sable dy*d. 
And half unsmok'd, lay by his side. 
Him thus accoutred Peter found. 
With eyes in smoke and weeping drowned ; 
The leavings of his last night's pot 
On embers pkc'd, to drink it hot. 
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Why, Cassy, thou tvilt dose thy pate : 
What makes thee lie abed so late ? 
The finch, the linnet, and the thrash^ 
Their matins chant in every bush : 
And I have heard thee oft salute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven send thou hast not got the hyps I 
How ! not a word cotne from ''thy lips ? 

Then gave him some famiHar thumps i 
A college joke, to cure the dumps. 

The swain at last, with grief opprest, 
Cry'd, C^lia ! thrice, and sigh'd the rest. 

Dear Cassy, though to ask I dread, 
Tct ask I must — Is Ca&lia dead ? 

How happy T, were that the worst. 
Bat I was fated to be cunt ? 

Come, tell us, has she played the whore } 

O, Peter, would it were no more t 

Why, plague confound her sandy locksf 
Say, has the small or greater pox 
Sunk down her nose, or searnM her face ? 
Be easy, 'tis a common case. 

O, Peter ! beauty 's but a varnish t 
Which time and accidents will tarnish : 
But Delia has contrived to blast 
TCliosc beauties that might ever last* 
Nor can imagination guess. 
Nor eloquence divine express, 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My purest passion has betray 'd : 
Conceive the most cn%Tnom'd dart 
To pierce an injur'd lo%'cr's heart. 

Why, hang her; though she seem so coy, 
I know she loves the barber's boy, 

Frieod 
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Friend Peter, this I could excuse, 
For every nymph has leave to choose ; 
Nor have I reason to complain, 
She loves a more deserving swain. 
But, oh ! how ill hast thou divin'd 
A crime,* that shocks all humankind ; 
A deed unknown to female race. 
At which the sun should hide his face : 
Advice in vain you would apply — 
Then leave me to despair and die. ^ 

Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
These elegies and sonnets burn ; 
And on the marble grave these rhymes, 
A monument to aftertimes. — 
" Here Cassy lies, by Caclia slain, 
** And dying never told his pain." 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark. 
The loud Cerberian triple bark : 
And there — behold Alecto stand, 
A whip of scorpions in her hand : 
Lo, Charon, from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to wafc me ,o'er the ferry. 
I come 1 I come ! Medusa see 
Her serpents' hiss direct at me. 
Begone; unhand me, hellish fry: 
•* Avaunt — ye cannot say 'tis I ♦." 

Dear Cassy, thou must purge and bleed ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 
But now, by friendship's sacred laws, 
I here conjure thee, tell the cause ; 
And Caelia's horrid fact relate : 
Thy friend would gladly share thy fate. 

* Macbeth, 

Vol. VIII. H To 
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To force it out, my heart must rend : 
Yet when conjured by such a friend — 
Think, Peter, how my soul is racked ! 
These eyes, these eyes, beheld the fact. 
Now bend thine ear, since out it must ; 
But, when thou seest me laid in dust. 
The secret thou shalt ne'er impart. 
Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart; 
(How would her virgin soul bemoan 
A crime to all her sex unknown !) 
Nor whisper to the tattling reeds 
The blackest of all female deeds ; 
Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 
. Where Echo sits, and listening mocks ; 
Nor let the Zephyr's treacherous gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful talc ; 
Nor to the chattering feathered race 
Discover Cielia's foul disgrace. 
But, if you fail, my spectre dread. 
Attending nightly round your bed— 
And yet I dare confide in you ; 
?o take my secret, and adieu. 
No wonder how I lost my wits : 
Oh ! Cselia, Calia, C«lia sh— ! 
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A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH 
GOING TO BED. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HONOUR OP THE FAIR SEX. 

CORINNA, pride of Drurylane, 
For whom no shepherd sighs in vain ; 
Never did Covent-garden boast 
So bright a batter'd strolling toast ! 
No drunken rake to pick her up ; 
No cellar, where on tick to sup ; 
Returning at the midnight hour. 
Four stories climbing to her bower ; 
Then, seated on a three-legg'd chair. 
Takes off her artificial hair ; 
Now picking out a crystal eye. 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
Her eyebrows from a mouse's hide 
Stuck on with art on either side. 
Pulls off with care, and jfirst displays *em. 
Then in a play-book smoothly lays 'cm. 
Now dextrously her plumpers draws. 
That serve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwists a wire, and from her gums 
A set of teeth completely comes ; 
Pulls out the rags contrived to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop, 
Proceedmg on, the lovely goddess 
Unlaces next her steel-ribb'd bodice. 
Which, by the operator's skill, 
Frcss down the lumps, the hollows fill. 

Ha Up 
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Up goes her hand, and off she slips 

The bolsters that supply her hips. 

With gentlest touch she next explores 

Her shankers, issues, running sores ; 

Effects of many a sad disaster. 

And then to each applies a plaster : 

But must, before she goes to bed. 

Rub off the daubs of white and red, / 

And smooth the furrows in her front 

With greasy paper stuck upon't. 

She takes a bolus ere she sleeps ; 

And then between two blankets creeps. 

With pains of love tormented lies; 

Or, if she chance to close her eyes. 

Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams. 

And feels the lash, and faintly screams; 

Or, by a faithless bully drawn, 

At some hedge -tavern lies in pawn ; 

Or to Jamaica seems transported 

Alone, and by no planter courted ; 

Or, near Fleet ditch's oozy brinks. 

Surrounded with a hundred stinks. 

Belated, seems on watch to lie. 

And snap some cully passing by ; 

Or, struck with fear, her fancy runs 

On watchmen, constables, and duns. 

From whom she meets with frequent rubs; 

But never from religious clubs. 

Whose favour she is sure to find. 

Because she pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful sight ! 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked rat her plaster stole. 
Half eat, and dragged it to his hole. 

The 
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The crystal eye, alas ! was miss'd ; 
And puss had on her plumpers p — ^ss'd. 
A pigeon pick'd her issue-peas : 
-And Shock her tresses fiU'd with fleas. 

The nymph, though in this mangled plight. 
Must every morn her limbs unite. 
But how shall I describe her arts 
To re-collect the scattered parts ? 
Or show the anguish, toil, and pain. 
Of gathering up herself again ? 
The bashful Muse will never bear 
In such a scene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning dizen*d. 
Who sees, will spew j who smells, be poisoned. 
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Of Chloe all the town has rung, 
By every size of poets sung : 
So beautiful a nymph appears 
But once in twenty thousand years ; 
By Nature form'd with nicest care. 
And faultless to a single hair. 
Her graceful mien, her shape, and face. 
Confessed her of no mortal race : 
And then so nice, and so genteel ; 
Such cleanliness from head to heel : 
No humours gross, or frouzy steams. 
No noisome whifFs, or sweaty streams. 
Before, behind, above, below, 
Could from her taintless body flow : 

H 3 Would 
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Would so discreetly things dispose. 

None ever saw her pluck a rose. 

Her dearest comrades never caught her 

Squat on her hams, to make maid's water : 

You 'd swear that so divine a creature 

Felt no necessities of nature. 

In summer had she walk'd the town, 

Her armpits would not stain her gown : 

At country-dances not a nose 

Gould in the dogdays smell her toes. 

Her milkwhite hands, both palms and backs^ 

Like ivory dry, and soft as wax. 

Her hands, the softest ever felt, 

Though cold would burn, though dry would melt. 

Dear Venus, hide this wondrous maid. 
Nor let her loose to spoil your trade. 
While she engrosses every swain. 
You but o'er half the world can reign. 
Think what a case all men are now in. 
What ogling, sighing, toasting, vowing ! 
What powder'd wigs ! what flames and darts ! 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 
What swordknots ! what poetick strains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 

But Strephon sigh'd so loud and strong. 
He blew a settlement along ; 
And bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and six, and house in town. 
The bashful nymph no more withstands, 
Because her dear papa commands. 
The charming couple now unites : 
Proceed we to the marriageritcs. 

Imprimis^ at the tcmpleporch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch : 

4 The 
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The smiling Cyprian Goddess brings 
Her infant loves with purple wings : 
And pigeons billing, sparrows treading, 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 
The Muses next In order follow. 
Conducted by their squire> Apollo : 
Then Mercury with silver tongue ; 
And Hebe, goddess wer young. 
Behold, the bridegroom and his bride, 
Walk hand in hand, and side by side; 
She, by the tender Graces drcst, 
But he, by Mars, in scarlet rest. 
The nymph was cover'd with \\tv fiamnuum^ 
And Phoebus sung tn' cpithalamium. 
And la^r, to make the matter .sure, 
Dame Juno brought a priest demure* 
Luna was absent, on pretence 
Her time was not till nine months hence. 

The rites performed, the parson paid, 
In state returned the grand parade \ 
With loud huzEas from all the boys, 
That now the pair must crown their joys. 

But still tlie hardest part remains ; 
Streption had long perplexed his brains. 
How with so high a nymph he might 
Demean himself the wedding-night: 
For^ as he vicw'd his person rounds 
Merc mortal flesh was all he found : 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and h^t^ 
Were duly washM, to keep tliem sweet; 
With other parts that shall be nameless^ 
The ladies else might think me shameless. 
The weather and his love were hot ; 
And, should he struggle, I know what — 

fl 4 Why, 
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Why, let it go, if I must tell it — 

HeUl sweat, and then the nymph may smell it; 

While she, a goddess dy'd in grain. 

Was unsusceptible of stain. 

And, Venus like, her fragrant skin 

ExhaVd ambrosia from within. 

Can such a deity endure 

A mortal human touch impure ? 

How did the humbled swain detest 

His prickly beard, and hairy breast I 

His nightcap, border'd round with lace. 

Could give no softness to his face. 

Yet, if the goddess could be kind, 
What endless raptures must he find \ 
And goddesses have now and then 
Come down to visit mortal men ; 
To visit and to court them too : 
A certain goddess, God knows who, 
(As in a book lie heard it read) 
Took colonel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he should lose his life 
By venturing on his heavenly wife I 
(For Strephon could remember well. 
That once he heard a schoolboy tell. 
How Semele, of mortal race. 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning shot from Chloe's eyes ! 

Wliile these reflections fill'd his head. 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He follow'd, stript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his distance kept. 

Now ** ponder well, ye parents dear;" 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer ; 

And 
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And make them every afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it soon ; 
That, ere to bed they venture up, 
They may discharge it every sup ; 
If not, they must in evil plight 
Be often forc'd to rise at night. 
Keep them to wholesome food confin'd, 
Nor let them taste what causes wind : 
TTis this the sage of Samos means, 
Forbidding his disciples beans. 
O ! think what evils must ensue ; 
Miss Moll the jade will burn it blue : 
And, when she once has got the art. 
She cannot help it for her heart ; 
But out it flies, ev'n when she meets 
Her bridegroom in the wedding-sheets. 
Carminative and diuretick 
Will damp all passion sympathetick : 
And Love such nicety requires, 
One blast will put out all his fires. 
Since husbands get behind the scene, 
The wife should study to be clean ; 
Nor give the smallest room to guess 
The time when wants of nature press ; 
But after marriage practise more 
Decorum than she did before ; 
To keep her spouse deluded still, 
And make him fancy what she will. 
In bed we left the married pair : 
Tis time to show how things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told 
That fortune still assists the bold, 
Resolv'd to make the first attack ; 
But Chloe drove him fiercely back. 

How 
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How could a nymph so chaste as Chloe^ 
With constitution cold and snowy. 
Permit a brutish man to touch her ? 
Ev'n lambs by instinct fly the butcher. 
Resistance on the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe, *tis by all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, in word, and deed. 
Yet some assign a different reason ; 
That Strephon chose no proper season. 

Say, fair ones, must 1 make a pause^ 
Or freely tell the secret cause ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief I speak) 
Had now constrained the nymph to leak. 
This point must needs be settled first : 
The bride must either void or burst. 
Then see the dire effects of pease ; 
Think what can give the colick ease. 
The nymph oppressed before, behind. 
As ships are toss'd by waves and wind. 
Steals out her hand, by nature led. 
And brings a vessel into bed ; 
Fair utensil, as smooth and white 
As Chloe's skin, almost as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 
As from a mossy cliff distil, 
Cry'd out. Ye Gods ! what sound is this ? 

Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, ? 

But when he smelt a noisome steam. 
Which oft' attends that lukewarm stream : 
(Salerno both together joins, 
As sovereign medicines for tjie loins ;) 
And though contrived, we may suppose. 
To slip his ears, yet struck his nose : 
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He found her, while the scent increased, 
As mortal as himself at least. 
But foqn, with like occafions pressed. 
He boldly sent his hand in quest 
(InspirM with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on t' other side : 
And, as he filfd the reeking vase, 
Let fly a rouser in her face. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 
(As piftures prove, w^ith garlands crown*d) 
Abash'd at what they saw and heard. 
Flew off, nor ever more appcarM* 

Adieu to ravishing delights, 
High raptures, and romantick flights ; 
To goddesses so heavenly sweet, 
Expiring shepherds at their feet ; 
To silver meads and shady bowers, 
Dress'd up with amaranthine flowers* 

How great a change ! how quickly made ! 
They learn to call a spade a spade. 
They soon from alt constraint are freed ; 
Can see each other do their need. 
On box of cedar sits the wife, 
And makes it warm for dearest life ; 
And, by the beastly way of thinking, 
Find great society in stinking. 
Now Streplion daily entertains 
His Chloc in the homeliest strains; 
And Chloe, more experienc'd grown. 
With interest pay^ him back his own. 
No maid at court is less asham'd, 
Howe'cr for scllyig bargains fam'd, 
Than she to name her parts behind. 
Or when abed to let out wind. 

Fair 
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Fair Decency, celestial maid ! 
Descend from Heaven to Beauty's aid ! 
Though Beauty may beget desire, 
Tis thou must fan the Lover's fire : 
For Beauty, like supreme dominion. 
Is best supported by Opinion : 
If Decency bring no supplies. 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To see some radiant nymph appear 
In all her glittering birthday gear. 
You think some goddess from the sky 
Descended, ready cut and dry : 
But, ere you sell yourself to laughter. 
Consider well what may come after ; 
For fine ideas vanish fast. 
While all the gross and filthy last. 

O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe stole your heart away. 
Had you but through a cranny spy*d 
On house of ease your future bride. 
In all the postures of her face. 
Which nature gives in such a case ; 
Distortions, groanings, strainings, heavings, 
'Twere better you had lick'd her leavings. 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddess grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you saw, and what you smelt ; 
Would still the same ideas give ye. 
As when you spy'd her on the privy ; 
And, spite of Chloe's charms divine. 
Your heart had been as whole as mine. 

Authorities, both old and recent, 
Diredt that women must be decent ; 

And 
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And from the spouse each blemish hide. 
More than from all the world beside. 

Unjustly all our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds so short a reign ; 
Is, after marriage, lost so soon, 
It hardly holds the honey-moon : 
For, if they keep not what they caught. 
It is entirely tlieir own fault. 
They take possession of the crown. 
And then throw all their weapons down : 
Though, by the politician's scheme. 
Whoe'er arrives at power supreme. 
Those arts, by which at first they gain it. 
They still must practise to maintain it. 

What various ways our females take 
To pass for wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitless search pursue 
All other methods but the true ! 

Some try to learn polite behaviour 
By reading books against their Saviour; 
Some call it witty to refledl 
On every natural defect ; 
Some show they never want explaining. 
To comprehend a double meaning. 
But sure a telltale out of school 
Is of all wits the greatest fool ; 
Whose rank imagination fills 
Her heart, and from her lips distils ; 
You'd think she utter'd from behind. 
Or at her mouth was breaking wind. 

Why is a handsome wife ador'd 
By every coxcomb but her lord ? 
From yonder puppetman inquire, 
Wiio wisely hides his wood and wire j . _; 

Shows 
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Shows Sheba*s queen completely drestj 

And Solomon in royal vest : 

But view them litter'd on the floor^ 

Or strung on pegs behind the door ; 

Punch is exaftly of a piece 

With Lorrain's duke, and prince of Greece* 

A prudent builder fhould forecast 
How long the stuff is like to last s 
And carefully observe the ground. 
To build on some foundation sound. 
What house, when its materials crumble^ 
Must not inevitably tumble ? 
What edifice can long endure 
Raised on a basis unsccure ? 
Rash mortals, ere you take a wife. 
Contrive your pile to last for life : 
Since beauty scarce endures a day. 
And youth so swiftly glides away ; 
Why will you make yourself a bubble. 
To build on sand with hay and stubble ? 

On sense and wit your passion founds 
By decency cemented round ; 
Let prudence with good nature strive. 
To keep esteem and love alive. 
Then, come old age whene'er it will^ 
Your friendship shall continue still ; 
And thus a mutual gentle fire 
Shall never but with life expire. 
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APOLLO; OR, A PROBLEM SOLVED. 1731. 

Apollo, god of light and wit, 

Could verse inspire, but seldom writ ; 

Refia'd all metals with his looks. 

As well as chemists by their books; 

As handsome as myjady's page 5 

Sweet five and twenty was his age. 

His wig was made of sunny rays. 

He crown'd his youthful . head with bays; 

Not all the court of Heaven could show 

So nice and so complete a beau. 

No heir upon his first appearance. 

With twenty thousand pounds a year rents^ 

E'er drove, before he sold his land. 

So fine a coach along the Strand ; 

The spokes, we are by Ovid told. 

Were silver, and the axle gold : 

I own, *twas but a coach and four. 

For Jupiter allows no more. 

Yet, with his beauty, wealth, and parts. 
Enough to win ten thousand hearts. 
No vulgar deity above 
Was so unfortunate in love. 

Three weighty causes were assigned. 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine Muses always waiting round him. 
He left them virgins as he found them. 
His singing was another fault; 
For he could reach to B in aU : 
And, by the sentiments of Pliny, 
Such singers are like Nicolini. 
At last, the point was fully cleared ; 
In short, Apollo had no beard. 

THE 
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JUDAS. 1731. 

15Y the just vengeance of incensed skies. 
Poor bishop Judas late repenting dies. 
The Jews engag'd him with a paltry bribe. 
Amounting hardly to a crown a tribe; 
Which though his conscience forcM him to restore, 
(And, parsons tell us, no man can do more) # 
Yet, through despair, of God and man accurst. 
He lost his bishoprick, and hang'd or burst 
Those former ages differed much from this ; 
Judas betray'd his master with a kiss : 
But some have kiss'd the Gospel fifty times. 
Whose perjury's tlie least of all their crimes ; 
Some who can perjure through a two- inch board. 
Yet keep their bishopricks, and 'scape the cord : 
Like hemp, which, by a skilful spinster drawn 
To slender threads, may sometimes pass for lawQ. 

As ancient Judas by transgression fell. 
And burst asunder ere he went to Hell ; 
So could we see a set of new Iscariots 
Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots ; 
Each modern Judas perish like the first, 
Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burst ; 
Who could forbear, that view'd each guilty face. 
To cry, ** Lo ! Judas gone to his own place, 
** His habitation let all men forsake, 
** And let his bishoprick another take f' 
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AN EPISTLE TO MR. GAY«. ly^u 

•"OW could you, Gay, disgrace the Muse's tnuQ^ 
To serve a tasteless court twelve years in vaiii**f*i - 
Fain would I think our female friend J siocetie. 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, possessed her car. 
Did female virme e'er so high ascend, 
To lose an inch of favour for a friend ? 

Say, had the court no better place to choose 
For thee, than make a drynurse of thy Muse ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been sold. 
To squire a royal girl of two years old ; 
In leading-strings her infant steps to guide. 
Or with her go-cart amble side by side ! . 

But princely Douglas, and his glorious dame. 
Advanced thy fortune, and preserved thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be misapply*d. 
When o*er your patron's treasure you preside : 
The world shall own, his choice was wise and jast| 
For sons of Phoebus never break their trust. 

Not love of beauty less the heart inflames 
Of guardian eunuchs to the sultan!s dames. 
Their passions not more imp)otent and cold. 
Than those of poets to the lust of gold. 

* The dean, having been told by an intimate ftiend, that the 
duke of Queensberry had employed Mr. Gay to inspe& the ac- 
counts and management of his grace's receivers and stenadb 
(which however proved to be a mistake), wrote this Epotle to 
his friend. 

f See the libel on Dr. Delany and lord Carteret, p. 3. of thif 
volume. 

X The countess of Suffolk. 
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With Pscan's purest fire his favourites glow. 
The dregB will serve to ripen ore below i 
His meanest work : for, bad he thought it fit, 
T!»at wealth should be the appanage of wir. 
The god of hghr cotitd ne'er have bt^n so blind 
To deal it to t!ie worst of humankind. 

But let me now, for I can do it well, 
Vour coudoct in tliis new emplo)^ foretel. 

And first : to make mjr observation right, 
I place a statesman full before my sight, 
^h bloated minister in all his gecr^ 
^P^'ith shameless \isage and perfidious leer ; 
Two rows of teeth arm each devouring jaw^ 
And ostrich-like his all-digesting maw, 
^■My fancy drags this monster to my view^ 
HTo show the world his chief reverse in you* 

Of loud unmeaning sounds a rapid flood 
^ Rolls from hi^ moutli in plenteous streams of mud ; 
BSKhh these the court and senatehome he plies, 
^Hnde lip of noise, and impudence, and lies, 
^P Now let me show liow Bob antl you agree : 
You serve a potent prince, as welt as he, 

^The ducal coffers, trusted to your charge, 
Your honest care may fill, perhaps enlarge : 
His vassals easy, and the owner blest ; 
Tlicy pay % trifle, and enjoy the rest 
Not so a nation's revenues are paid : 
The scrvant*s faults are on the master laid, 
Tlit people with a sigh tlieir taxe?^ bring; 
Aad| cursing Bob, forget to bless the king. 

Next hearken, Gay^ to what thy charge requires. 
With servants, tenants, and the nciglibouringsquires, 
let all doniesticks feel your gentle sway; 
Nof bribe, insult, nor flatter, nor betray, 

I a Let 
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Let due reward to merit be allow'd ; 
Kcr With your kindrcri half the palace crowd | 
Nor think vourself secure in doing wrongs 
By telling noses with a party strung. 

Be rich J but of your wealth m^ke no parade i 
At least, before your master^s debts arc paid ; 
Kor in a palace^ built with charge immense. 
Presume to treat him at his own expense. 
Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count 
To what your lawful pcrquisircs amout^t- 
TUq tenants poor, the hardness of the times, 
Arc in excuses for a servant's crimes. 
With interest, and a premium paid beside. 
The masters pressing wants must be supplied; 
With hasty zeal behold the steward come 
By his owji credit to advance the sum ; 
Who, while th' unrigiueous Mammon is his friendgj 
May well conclude his power will never end. 
A faithful treasurer ! what could he do more ? 
He lends my lord what was my lord's before. 

The law so strictly guards the monarch's healthy 
That no physician dares prescribe by stealth : 
The council sit ; approve the doctor's skill ; 
And give advice, before he gives the pill* 
But the state empirick acts a safer part ; 
And» while he poisons, win^ the royal heart. 

But how can I describe tiic ravenous breed ? 
Then let me now by negatives proceed. 

Suppose your lord a trusty servaM send 
On weighty business to some neighbourbg fried 
Presume not» Gay, unless you serve a drone. 
To countermand his orders by your own. 

Should some imperious neighbour sink thcj 
And drain the fish-ponds, while your master i 
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Shdl he upon the ducal rights intrench, 
Because he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from jour lord his bad coadition hide. 
To feed his luxury, or sooth his pride. 
Nor at an underrate his timber sell. 
And with an oath assure him, all is well ; 
Or swear it rotten ; and with humble airs 
Request it of him to complete your stairs ; 
Nor, when a mortgage lies on half his lands. 
Come with a purse of guioeas in your hands. 

Have Peter Waters always in your mind; 
That rogue, of genuine ministerial kind. 
Can half die peerage by his arts bewitch, 
Srar%'^e twenty lords to make one scoundrel rich : 
And, when he gravely has undone a score. 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin twenty more* 

A dex*irous steward, when his tricks are found, 
Hushmoncy sends to all the neighbours round ; 
His master, unsuspicious of his pranks, 
Pays all the cost, and gives the villain thanks* 
And, should a friend attempt to set him right. 
His lordship would impute it all to spite ; 
Would love Iiis favourite better than before. 
And trust his lionesty just so much more. 
Thus famUies, like realms, with equal fate. 
Are sunk by premier ministers of state. 

Some, when an heir succeeds^ go boldly on. 
And, as iliey robb'd the fatljer^ rob the son. 
A knave, who deep embrolh his lord's atfairs, 
"^Vlll soon grow necessary to his heirs. 
His policy consists in setting traps, 
In finding ways and means, and stopping gaps i 
He knows a thousand tricks whene'er he please. 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each disease. 

13 
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In cither case, an equal chance is run ; 

For, keep or turn him out, roy lord's undone. 

You want a hand to clear a filthy sink ; 

No deanly worknun can endure the stink. 

A strong dilenusa in a de^rate case ! 

To aft with inEunj, or quit the place. 

A bungler thus, who scarce the nail can hit. 

With driving w^rong will make the pannel split : 

Nor dares an abler workman undertake 

To drive a second, lest the whole should break. 
In every court the parallel will hold ; 

And kings, like private folks, are bought and sold. 

The ruling rogue, who dreads to be cashiered. 
Contrives, as he is hated, to be fear'd : 
Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs : 
For vengeance more embroils, than skill repairs. 
So robbers (and their ends are just the same) 
To 'scape inquiries, leave the house in flame. 

I knew a brazen minister of state. 
Who bore for twice ten years the publick hate. 
In every mouth the question most in vogue 
Was, When will they turn out this odious rogue ? 
A juncture happened in his highest pride : 
While he went robbing on, old master died. 
We thought there nov*' remained no room to doubt; 
His work is done, the minister must out. 
The court invited more than one or two : 
Will you, sir Spencer? or, Will you, or you? 
But not a soul his otlice durst accept; 
The STibtle knave had all the plunder swept : 
And, such was then the temjDcr of the times. 
He ow'd his preservation to his crimes. 
The candidate observed his dirty paws ; 
Nor found it difficult to guess the cause : 

Bui 
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But, when they smelt such foul corruptions round 

him, 
Away they fled, and left him as they fornd him. 
Thus, when a greedy sloven once has thrown 
His snot into the mess, 'tis all his own. 



ON THE IRISH BISHOPS*. 

Old Latimer preaching did fairly describe 
A bishop, who rul'd all the rest of his tribe ; 
And who is this bishop ? and where does he dwell ? 
Why truly 'tis Satan, archbishop of Hell. 
And He was a primate, and He wore a mitre 
Surrounded with jewels of sulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this bishop our bishops resembles ! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles. 
Could you see his grim grace, for a pound to a penny* 
You 'd swear it must be the baboon of Kilkenny : 
Poor Satan will think the comparison odious ; 
I wish I could find him out one more commodious. 
But, this I am sure, the most reverend old dragon 
Has got on the bench many bishops suffragan ; 
And all men believe he resides there incog. 
li> give them by turns an invisible jog% 

Our bishops, puft up with wealth and with pride^ 
To Hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
They mounted and labour'd with whip and with 

spur. 
In vaia — for the devil a parson would stir. 

♦ Occaiioned by their endeavouring to get an a6fc to divide the 
church-liviqgs j which bill wag rejcded by the Irish house of 
commons. 

14 ^ 
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do the commons unhors'd them ; and this was their 
doom, 

On their crosiers to ride, like a witch on a broom. 

Though they gallop'd so fast, on the road you may 
find 'cm, 

And have left us but three out of twenty behind 'cm. 

Lord Bolton's good grace, lord Carr, and lord How- 
ard *, 

In spite of the devil, would still be untoward : 

They came of good kindred, and could not endure 

Their former companions should beg at their door. 
When Christ was betray 'd to Pilate the prsetor^ 

Of a dozen apostles but one prov'd a traitor : 

One traitor alone, and faithful eleven ; 

But we can afford you six traitors in seven. 

What a clutter with clippings, dividings, and 
cleavings ! 

And the clergy forsooth must take up with their 
leavings. 

If making divisions was all their intent. 

They Ve done it, we thank them, but not as they 
meant; 

And so may such bishops for ever dnnde, 

That no honest heathen would be on their side. 

How should we rejoice, if, like Judas the first. 

Those splitters of parsons in sunder should burst! 
Now hear an allusion : — A mitre, you know. 

Is divided above, but united below. 

If this you consider our emblem is right ; 

The bishops divide, but the clergy unite. 

* Dr. Thcophilus Bolton was archbishop of Cashdl from 1719 
■ to 1744; Dr. Charles Carr bishop of KiUaloe from I7i5 
10 17.39; and Dr. Robert Howard bishop of £lphin> fnm 
J 729 to 1740. 

Should 
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Should the bottom be split, our bishops would dread 
That the mitre would never stick fast on their head : 
And yet they have learnt the chief art of a sovereign, 
AsMachiavel taught them, ** divide, and ye govern." 
But courage, my lords, though it cannot be said 
That one cloven tongue ever sat on your head ; 

ni hold you a groat (and 1 wish I could see 't) 
If your stockings were off, you could show clove n 
feet. 
But hold, cry the bishops, and give us fair play ; 

Before you condemn us, hear what we can say. 

What truer affections could ever be shown, 

Than saving your souls by damning our own ? 

And have we not practised all methods to gain you ; 

With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintain 
you; 

Provided a fund for building you spittals ? 

You are only to live four years without victuals. 
Content, my good lords; but let us change hands; 

First take you our tithes, and give us your lands. 

So God bless the Church and three of our mitres ; 

And God bless the Commons, for biting the biters. 
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ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT*. 

Written la November^ ij^u 

Qccasioned by reading the following Maxix ht 
RocHEFOucAULT^ ^^ Dans radversit£ de nos 
•• meilleurs amis, nous trouvons toujours quelque 
•• chose, qui ne nous d^plalt pas.*' 

'^ In the adversity of our best friends, we always find fomediiog 
" that does not displease us.'* 

jfVs Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
^* From nature, I believe them true : 
; They argue no cforrupted mind 
^ In him ; the fault is in mankind. 

*. These verses have undergone, perhaps, a stranger revcdutiM 
than any other part of the dean's writings. A manifestly spurioiii 
copy, containing 201 lines, under the title of" The life and Cha- 
" ractei'of Dr. Swift," appeared at London, in April 1735 5 of 
which the dean complained heavily, in a letter to Mr. Pope, 
dated May i ; and, notwithstandiug Swift acknowledged in that 
Letter he had written " a poem of near 500 lines upon the same 
'* maxira of Rochefoucault, and whs a long time about it," many 
readers have supposed (not attending to the circumstance of there 
being two poems on the subject) that the dean disclaimed the 
Verses on his oivn Death. The genuine verses having been com- 
mitted to the care of the celcbratcil riuthor of *' The Toast;" 
an edition was printed, in 1738-9, in which more than 100 lines 
were omitted. Dr. King assigned many judicious reasons (though 
some of them were merely temporary and prudential) for the 
mutilations : but they were so far from satisfying Dr. Swift, that 
a complete edition was immediately print; d by Faulkner, with 
the dean 8 express permission. The poem, ns it now stands in 
this collection^ is agreeable to Mr. Faulkner's copy. 

This 
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This maxim more than all the rest 
Is thought too base for human breast : 
** In all distresses of our friends, 
** We first consult our private ends; 
** While Nature, kindly bent to ease m, 
** Points out some circumstance to please us/* 

If tJiis perhaps your patience move. 
Let reason and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals rais*d above our size* 
Who would not at a crowded show 
Stand high himself, keep others low ? 
I love my friend as well as you : 
But why should he obstruct my view ? 
Then let me have the higher post; 
Suppose it but an inch at most. 
If in a battle you should find 
One, whom you love of all mankind. 
Had some heroick action done, 
A champioii kill'd, or trophy won % 
Rather than tluis be overtop'd, 
Would you not wish his laurels crop'd ? 
Dear honest Ned is in the gout. 
Lies rack'd with pain, and j^ou without : 
How patiently you hear liitn groan ! . 
How gkdj the case is not your own ! 

What poet would not grieve to see 
His brother write as well as he ? 
But, rather than tliey sliould excel, 
Would wish his rivals all in Hell ? 

Her end when Emulation misses. 
She turns to Envy ; stingy, and hisses : 
The strongest friendship yields to pride. 
Unless the odds be on uur side. 

V..in 
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Vain humankind ! fantastick race ! ^ 
Thy various follies who can trace ? ' 
Self-love, ambirion, envy, pride. 
Their empire in our hearts divide. * 
Give others riches, power, and station, 
' *Tis all on me a usurpation. 
I have no title to aspire ; 
Yet, when you sink, I seem the higher* 
In Pope I cannot read a line. 
But with a sigh I wish it mine : 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More sense than I can do in six ; 
It gives me such a jealous fit, 
I cry, " Pox take him and his wit !" 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own humorous biting way. 
Arbuthnot is no more my friend. 
Who dares to irony pretend^ 
Which I was born to introduce. 
Refined it first, and show'd its use. 
St. John, as well ^s Pulteney, knows 
That I had some repute for prose ; 
And, till they drove me out of date, 
Q)uld maul a minister of state. 
If they have mortified my pride. 
And made me throw my pen aside ; 
If with such talents Heaven has bless'd *em. 
Have I not reason to detest 'em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, send 
Thy gifts : but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endure the first : 
But this with envy makes me burst. 

Thus much may serve by way of proem i 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The 
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The time is not remote^ when I 
Must by the course of nature die ; 
When, I foresee, my special friends 
Will try to find their private ends : 
And though 'tis hardly understood 
Which way my death can do them good^ 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them speak; 

* See, how the dean begins to break 1 

* Poor gentleman, he droops apace ! 

* You plainly find it in his face* 

* That old vertigo in his head 

* Will never leave him, till he's dead* 

* Besides, his memory decays : 

* He recollects not what he says ; 

* He cannot call his friends to mind ; 

* Forgets the place where last he dinM; 

* Plies you with stories o'er and o'er ; 

* He told them fifty times before* 

* How does he fancy we can sit ^ 

* To hear his out-of-fadiion wit ? 

* But he takes up with younger folks, 

* Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 

* Faith ! he must make his stories shorter, 

* Or change his comrades once a quarter: 

* In half the time he talks them round, 

* There must another set be found. 
** For poetry, he *s past his prime : 

* He takes an hour to find a rhyme; 
' His fire is out, his wit decay 'd, 

* His fancy sunk, his Muse a jade- 

* I 'd have him throw away his pen ; — 
' But there *s no talking to some men T 

Anfl then their tenderness appears 
By adding largely to my y,ears ; 

*^Hc'i 
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** He 's older than he would be reckoned, 
*^ And well remembers Charles the Second. 
** He hardly drmks a pint of wine ; 
** And that^ I doubt, is no good sign. 
•* His stomach too begins to fail : 
'^ Last year we thought him strong and halcg 
*^ But now he's quite another thing : 
** I wish h€ may hold out till spring !** 
They hug themselves, and reason thus : 
•* It is not yet so bad with us T' 

In such a case, they talk in tropes. 
And by their fears express their hopes. 
Some great misforttuie to portend. 
No enemy can match a friend. 
With aH the kindness they profess, 
The^ intrit of a lucky guess 
(When daily howdyes come of course. 
And servants answer ** Worse and worse !*^ 
Would please them better, than to tell^ 
That, ** God be prais'd, the dean is wcU.** 
Then b^ whoprophesied the best^ 
Approves his foresight to the rest : 
** You know I always fear'd the worst, 
** And often told you so at first/* 
He 'd rather choose that I should die. 
Than his predictions prove a lie. 
Not one foretells I shall recover ; 
But all agree to give me over. 

Yet, should some neighbour feel a pain 
Just in the parts where I complain ; 
How * many a message would he send I 
What hearty prayers that I should mend ! 

^ Inquire 

* He would send manif a message is right : but the question 
how, seems to destroy the unity or collective nature of the idea ; 

and 



©K THE DEATH OF BR* SWIFT. 



1^7 



Inquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me ease, and how I slept ? 
And more lament when I was dead^ 
Than all the snivellers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For though you may mistake a year. 
Though your prognosticks run too fast. 
They must be verified at last* 

fiehold the fatal day amvc ! 
*' How is the dean ?" — ** He's just alive.'* 
Now the departing prayer is read ; 
** He hardly breathes" — ** The dean is dead.*^ 

Before the passingbcll begun, 
The news through half the town is run, 
** O ! may we all for death prepare ! 
** What has he left ? and who 's his heir ? 
•* I know no more than what the news is ; 
** *Tis all bequeathed to publick uses, 
** To publick uses ! there *s a whim ! 
*f What had the publick done for him ? 
** Mere tnvj^ avarice, and pride: 
** He gave it all — but first he died. 
** And had the dean, in all the nation » 
" No worthy friend, no poor relation? 
** So ready to do strangers good, 
** Forgetting his own flesh and blood !'* 

Now Grubstreet wits are all employ'dj 
With elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph in every paper. 
To curse the dean^ or bless the Drapicr, 

iDil lliaefore it onght to have been expressed, if the roessmie 
^toqU h^'9€ allowed 11, without the artlclej in the plural iiuiii* 
ber^ komsmmi^ visages* Lowtu, 

The 
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The doctors, tender of their fame. 
Wisely on mc lay all the bUme. 
** We must confess, his case was nice i 
*• But he would never take advice. 
** Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, 
** He might have liv'd these twenty years : 
** For^ when we open'd him, we found, 
** That all his vital parrs were sound," 

From Dublin soon to London spread^ 
'Tis told at court, ** The dean is dead/' 
, And lady Suffolk *, in the spleen. 
Runs laughing up to tell ihe queen. 
The queen, so gracious, mild, and good. 
Cries, *' Is he gone !. 'tis time he should* 
" He's dead, you sayj then let him rot; 
•' I 'm glad the medals -j* were forgot. 
** I promisVi him, I own ; but when ? 
** I only was the princess then : 
** But now, as consort of the king, 
'* You know, 'tis quite another thing." 

Now Chartres, at sir Roberts levee > 
Tells with a sneer the tidings heavy : 
** Why, if he died without his shocSj** 
Cries Bob» *^ Vm sorry for the news; 
** O, were the wretch but living still, 
** And in his place my good friend Will ! 
** Or had a mitre on hii head, 
** Provided Bolingbrokc were dead !'* 



* Mm* Howard, at one time a favourite wiih the tl^i 
f Wliicli ilic tlcm in vain t3ti>caed, in return for a iii 
prei't-m he ktd frnt to the princclii. Tlin' infTP to tie ftall 
fourmonihi; htit *^i^^*^ ^fe g bttcr of Dr Rwift'« to 
coumcss of Suilulk, Jjtrd Nav- il, 1730. wl, XIL p, j6j* 
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Now Carll his shop from rubbish drains : 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains ! 
And then, to make them pass the glibber, 
RevisM by Tibbalds, Moore, and Gibber, 
He'll treat mc as he does my betters, , 
I Publish my will, my life, my letters; 
Revive the libels born to die ; 
Which Pope must bear, as well as L 

Here shift the scene, to represent 
How those I love my death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day, 

St. John himself will scarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The rest will give a shrug, and cry^ 
** Vm sorry — but we all must die !'* 

Indifference, clad in Wisdom's guisf^ 
All fortitude of itiind supplies ; 
For how can stony bowels melt 
In those who never pity felt 1 
When we arc lash'd, they kiss the rodj 
Resigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year. 
Are tortur'd with suspense and feaf ; 
Who wisely thought my age a screen. 
When death approach'd, to stand between : 
I The screen remov'd, their hearts are trembling | 
They mourn for me without dissembling. 

My female friends, whose tender hearts 
Have better learn'd to act their parts. 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 
** Tile dean is dead : (Pray what is trumps ?) 
** Then, Lord have mercy on his soul ! 
" (Ladies, Til venture for the vole.) 
VouVlIL K «Six 
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^^ Six deans, they say, must bear the pall : 
^* (I wish I knew what king to call.) 
** Madam, your husband will attend 
** The funeral of so good a friend. 
*^ No, madam, 'tis a shocking sight ; 
*^ And he's engaged to-morrow night : 
*« My lady Club will take it ill, 
^* If he should fail her at quadrille. 
*^ He lov'd the dean — (I lead a heart,) 
^^ But dearest friends, they say, must part# 
*^ His time was come ; he ran his race; 
*^ We hope he 's in a better place." 

Why do we grieve that friends should die I 
No loss more easy to supply. 
One year is past ; a different scene ! 
No farther mention of the dean ; 
Who now, alas ! no more is miss'd. 
Than if he never did exist* 
Where 's now the favourite of Apollo ? 
Departed : — and his works must follow ; 
Must undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country squire to Lintot goes. 
Inquires for Swift in verse and prose. 
Says Lintot, •* I have heard the name ; 
** He died a year ago." — *• The same.'* 
He searches all the shop in vain. 
*^ Sir, you may find them in Duck lane : 
*^ I sent them, with a load of books, 
** Last Monday to the pastry-cook's. 
** To fancy they could live a year ! 
^* I find you're but a stranger here. 
^* The dean was famous in his time, 
^^ And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 

" His 
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** His way of writing now is past : 
*' The town has got a better taste* 
'* I keep no antiquated stuff ^ 
*' But spick and span I have enough. 
** Pray, do but give me leave to show 'em : 
*' Here 's Colley Gibber's birthday poem. 
" Ttus ode you never yet have seen, 
<* By Stephen Duck, upon the Quecn. 
** Then here's a letter finely pena'd 
** Against the Craftsman and his friend: 
" It clearly shows that all reflection 
** On ministers is disaffection. 
** Next, here 's sir Robert's vindication^ 
And Mr. Henley's last oration. 
The hawkers have not got them yet: 
Tour honour please to buy a set ? 
^* Here 's Wolston's tracts, the twelfth edition } 
'Tis read by every politician : 
The country members, when in town, 
" To all their boroughs send them down; 
** You never met a thing so smart ; 
** The courtiers have them all by heart : 
** Those maids of honour, whocanreadj 
•* Are taught to use them for their creed* 
** The reverend author's good intention 
Has been rewarded with a pension * : 
He does an honour to his gown. 
By bravely running priesEcraft down t 
He shows, ^ sure as God*s in Gloucester, 
That Moses was a grand impostor ; 
** Tliat all his miracles were cheats, 
** Perform'd a? jugglers do their feats ; 
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*^ The church had never such a writer : 
" A shame he has not got a mitre !" 

Suppose me dead ; and then suppose 
A club assembled at the Rose ; 
Where, from discourse of this and that, 
1 grow the subject of their chat. 
And while they toss my name about. 
With favour some, and some without ; 
One, quite indifferent in the cause. 
My character impartial draws : 

" The dean, if we believe report, 
^^ Was never ill -received at court. 
*^ As for his works in verse and prose, 
** I own myself no judge of those : 
*^ Nor, can I tell what criticks thought ^em; 
*^ But tliis I know, all people bought 'em ; 
^^ As with a moral view designed 
^^ To cure the vices of mankind: 
^* His vein, ironically grave, 
^* Expos'd the fool, and lafh'd the knave* 
^' To steal a hint was never known, 
** But what he writ was all his own. 

** He never thought an honour done him, 
^^ Because a duke was proud to own him ; 
** Would rather slip aside, and choose 
*^ To talk with wits in dirty shoes ; 
** Despis'd the fools with stars and garters^ 
** So often seen caressing Chartres. 
** He never courted men in station, 
^* Nor persons held in admiration ; 
** Of no man's greatness was afraid, 
^* Because he sought for no man's aid. 
^' Though trusted long in great affairs, 
** He gave himself no haughty airs : 

'' With- 
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•* Without regarding private ends, . 
** Spent all his credit for his friends : 
** And only chose the wise and good ; 
** No flatterers; no allies in blood : 
^^ But succour'd virtue in distress, 
*^ And seldom fail'd of good success ; 
** As numbers in their hearts must own, 
^* Who, but for him, had been unknown *. 

*^ With princes kept a due decorum ; 
^' But never stood in awe before *em. 
** He followed David's lesson just ; 
** In princes never put thy trust : 
** And, would you make him truly sour, 
** Provoke him with a slave in power. 
^* The Irish senate if you nam'd, 
" With what impatience he declaim'd ! 
" Fair Liberty was all his cry ; 
^* For her he stood prepar'd to die ; 
" For her he boldly stood alone ; 
" For her he oft' expos'd his own. 
** Two kingdoms -|-, just as faction led, 
** Had set a price upon his head ; 

* Dr. Delany, in the clofe of his eighth letter, after having 
enumerated the friends with whom the dean lived in the great- 
est intimacy, vtry handsomely applies this passage to himself. 

f In 171 i, the qneen was prevailed with, by an address 
from the house of lords in England, to publish a proclamation, 
promising three hundred pounds to discover the author of a 
pamphlet, called, " The Puhlick Spirit of the Whigs i* and in 
Ireland, in the year 1724, lord Carteret, at his first coming 
into the government, was prevailed on to issue a proclamation 
for promising the like reward of three hundred pounds to any 
person who would discover the author of a pamphlet called 
'* The Drapiers Fourth Letter, &c." written against that de- 
structive project of coining halfpence for Ireland j but in nei- 
ther kingdom was the dean discovered. 
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" But not a traitor could be found, 
** To sell him for six hundred pound. 

•' Had he but spar'd his tongue and pen, 
** He might have rose like other men : 
** But power was never in his thought, 
*^ And wealth he valu'd not a groat : 
** Ingratitude he often found, 
*• And pitied those who meant the wound : 
•* But kept the tenour of his mind, 
" To merit well of humankind : 
** Nor made a sacrifice of those 
** Who still were true, to please his foes. 
^* He laboured many a fruitless hour, 
*^ To reconcile his friends in power ; 
** Saw mischief by a faction brewing, 
** While they pursu'd each other's ruin. 
** But finding vain was all his care, 
** He left the court in mere despair *. 

** And, oh ! how short are human schemes ! 
** Here ended all our golden dreams. 
** What St. John's skill in state aflfairs, 
^* What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares, 
*^ To save their sinking country lent, 
** Was all destroy'd by one event. 
*^ Too soon that precious life was ended, 
** On which alone our weal depended -f-. 

* Queen Anne's ministry fell to variance from the first year 
after its commencement : Harcourt the chancellor, and the 
secretary Bolinghroke, were discontented with the treasurer 
Oxf(»rd. for his too great mildness to the whigs j this quarrel 
grew higher every day until the queen's death. The dean, 
who WIS the only person that endeavoured to reconcile them, 
found it imjWNSible ; and thereupon retired into Berkshire, about 
ten w eekh belore that event. 

f In the height of the quarrel between the ministers, the 
queen died, Aug. x, 17 14. 

•*Whcn 
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When up a dangerous faction starts *, 
With wrath and vengeance in their hearts ; 
By solemn league and covenant bound. 
To ruin, slaughter, and confound ; 
To turn religion to a fable. 
And make the government a Babel ; 
Pervert the laws, disgrace the gown. 
Corrupt the senate, rob the crown ; 
To sacrifice Old England's glory. 
And make her infamous in story : 
When such a tempest shook the land. 
How could unguarded Virtue stand ! 
With horrour, grief, despair, the dean 
Beheld the dire dcstmctive scene : 
His friends in exile, or the Tower, 
Himself "f- within the frown of power ; 
Pursu'd by base envenom'd pens. 
Far to the land of saints and fens ; 
A servile race in folly nurs'd, 
Who truckle most^ when treated worst. 
^* By innocence and resolution. 
He bore continual persecution ; 
While numbers to preferment rose, 
Whose merits were, to be his foes ; 

♦ Oq the queen's demise the wbigs were restored to power, 
which they exercised with tlie utmost rage and revenge ; im- 
peached and banished the chief leaders of the church party, 
aod stripped all their adherents of what employments they 
bad. 

f Upon the queen's death, the dean returned to Dublin : 
yet numberless libels were written against him in England; he 
•was insulted in the street, and at night was forced to be at- 
tended by his servants armed. 

K 4 '' When 
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** When cv'n his own familiar friends, 
^* Intent upon their private ends, 
** Like renegadoes now he feels, 
** Against him lifting up their heels. 

** The dean did, by his pen, defeat 
*' An infamous destructive cheat ♦ ; 
•* Taught fools their interest how to know, 
** And gave them arms to ward the blow, 
" Envy has own*d it was his doing, 
** To save that hapless land from ruin ; 
** While they who at the steerage stood, 
** And reap'd the profit, sought his blood, 

** To save them from their evil fate, 
** In him was held a crime of state. 
. ^^ A wicked monster on the bench -f-, 
•* Whose fury blood could never quench ; 

* Wood, a hardwarcman from England, had a patent f©r 
coining copper halfpence for Ireland, to the sum of 10800c/. 
which, in the consequence, must have left tliat kingdom with- 
out gold or silver. 

f "Whitshed was then ch ef justice. He had some years 
before prosecuted a printer for a pamphlet written by the dcan^ 
to pcrsaaJc the people of Ireland to wear their own manufac- 
tures. Whitshed sent the jury down eleven times, and kept 
them nine hours, until they were forced to bring in a special 
verdict. He sat afterward on the trial of the printer of the 
Drapier's fourth letter ; but the jury, against all he could lay 
or swear, threw out tlie bill. A^l the kingdom took the Dra- 
pier's part, except the courtiers, or tiiosc who expected places. 
Whitshed died August 26, 1727, (having a few months before 
exchanged his place in the king's bench, which he had held 
ten or twelve years, for the same office in the common pleas) : 
and archbishop Boulter says, his uneasiness upon some af- 
fronts he met with helped to shorten his days. These aifronts 
were certainly the satires of the dean and his friends. 

•• As 
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•* As vile and profligate a villain, 
" As modern Scroggs *, orold Tresilian-^; 
*• Who long all justice had discarded, 
** Nor fear'd he God, nor man regarded ; 
** Vovv'd on the dean his rage to vent, 
** And make him of his zeal repent: 
*• But Heaven his innocence defends, 
** The grateful people stand his friends ; 
'^ Not strains of law, nor judge's frown, 
** Nor topicks brought to please the crown, 
** Nor witness hir'd, nor jury pick'd, 
*^ Prevail to bring him in convict. 

** In exile J, with a steady heart, 
** He spent his life's declining part ; 

* Sir William Scros^gs, chief justice of the king's bench in 
the reign of king Charles the Second, was a man of low birth, 
aifd raised himself as much by means of his debaucheries, as 
of his abilities in his profession. He was preferred for pro- 
fessing loyalty ; but, Oates's plot coming forward, he exerted 
himself very much on the side of tliat informer, though he 
aftcHR'ard changed again, and was equally violent against him. 
For some dirty jobs, which he did to oblige the courtj he was 
impeached in parhament -, but the matter never was proceeded 
upon. While at the bar, he was always neci'flitous j butj, 
during his preferment, he took care to secure a good fortune 
for himself, having in that period purchased the manor of 
Brentwood, in Essex. He afterward died, in Essex street, of 
a polypus in his heart. 

t Sir Robert Tresilian was chief justice of England in the 
time of Richard the Second. He was adviser of many illegal 
acts in that reign, for which he was impeached, with several 
other judges and some noblemen, in parliament. Being con- 
ncted of the offences he was charged with, he was executed, 
Feb. 19, 1383. 

{ In Ireland, which he had reason to call a place of exile : 
to which country nothing could have driven him but the 
queen's deatii. who had determined to fix him in England, in 
spite of the duchess of Somerset, &c. 

** Where 
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*^ Where folly, pride, and faction sway, 

•^ Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay/* 

*^ His friendships there, to few confined, 

^^ Were always of the middling kind ; 

** No fools of rank, a mongrel breed, 

*' Who fain would pass for lords indeed : 

^* Where titles give no right, or power, 

" And peerage is a wither'd flower ; 

" He would have held it a disgrace, 

** If such a wretch had known his face. 

*^ On rural squires, that kingdom's bane, 

** He vented oft' his wrath in vain : 

<< ******* squires to market brought; 

** Who sell their souls and **** for nought;, 

" The *♦***♦* go joyful back, 

«« To *«* the church, their tenants rack, 

*' Go snacks with ******* 

** And keep the peace, to pick up fees ; 

** In every job to have a share, 

** A gaol or turnpike to repair ; 

" And turn the tax for publick roads, 

** Commodious to their own abodes. 

^' Perliaps I may allow rbe dean 
** Had too much satire in his vein ; 
** And seem'd determined not to starve it, 
*^ Because no age could more deserve it. 
** Yet malice never was his aim ; 
** He lash'd the vice, but spar'd the name. 
" No individual could resent, 
*^ Where thousands equally were meant ; 
** His satire points at no defect, 
" Rut what all mortals may correal ; 
** F'or he abhorr'd that senseless tribe 
** Who call it humour when they gibe : 



He 
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** He spar'd a hump, or crooked nose, 

*^ Whose owners set not up for beaux. 

*^ True genuine dulness mov'd his pity, 

** Unless it otFer'd to be witty. 

*^ Those who their ignorance confest, 

** He ne'er offended with a jest ; 

*^ But laugh'd to hear an idiot quote 

^* A verse fron\ Horace learn'd by rote. 

" He knew a hundred pleasing stories, 
** With all the turns of whigs and tories : 
** Was cheerful to his dying day ; 
** And friends would let him have his way. 

** He gave the little wealth he had 
*^ To build a house for fools and mad ; 
*^ And showed, by one satirick touch, 
*^ No nation wanted it so much. 
" That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 
f' I wish it soon may have a better." 



AN 
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AN EPISTLE TO TWO FRIENDS ♦. 
TO DR. HELSHAMf. 

SIR, Nov. 23, at night, 1751. 

When I left you, I found myself of the grape's 
juice sick ; 

I 'm so full of pity, I never abuse sick ; 

And the patientest patient ever you knew sick : 

Both when I am purge-sick, and when I am spew- 
sick. 

I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew sick-: 

She mended at first, but now she *s anew sick. 

Captain Butler made some in the church black and 
blue sick. 

Dean Cross, had he preach'd, would have made us 
all pew-sick. 

Are not you, in a crowd when you sweat and you 
stew, sick i 

Lady Santry got out of the church when she grew 
sick, 

And, as fast as she could, to the deanery flew sick. 

Miss Moricc was (I can you assure 'tis true) sick : 

For, who would not be in that numerous crew sick ? 

Such musick would make a fanatick or Jew sick. 

Yet, ladies are seldom at ombre or loo sick. 

* This medley (for it cannot be called a poem) is given as 
a specimen ot' those lagatdles for which the dean haih pcr- 
imps been too severely censured. 

t R'm iiard HeUham, M. D. professor of physick and nalu* 
lal phil')bophy in the university of Dublin. Si-e iho Prrfacc 
to Dclany on Polygamy. 

4 Nor 
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Nor is old Nanny Shales, whene'er she does brew, 

sick. 
My footman came home from the church of a bruise 

sick. 
And looked like a rake, who was made in the stews 

sick ; 
But you learned doctors can make whom you choose 

sick : 
And poor I myself was, when I withdrew, sick ; 
For the smell of them made me like garlick and rue 

sick, 
And I got through the crowd, though not led by a 

clew, sick. 
Yet hop'd to find many (for that was your cue) sick; 
But there was not a dozen (to give them their due) 

sick^ 
And those to be sure, stuck together like glew, sick. 
So are ladies in crowds, when they squeeze and they 

screw, sick; 
You may find they are all, by their yellow pale hue, 

sick ; 
So ami, when tobacco, like Robin, I chew, sick. 

TO DR. SHERIDAN. 

I F I write any more, it will make my poor Muse 
sick. 
This night I came home with a very cold dew sick. 
And I wish I may soon be not of an ague sick ; 
But I hope I shall ne'er be like you, of a shrew sick. 
Who often has made me, by looking askew, sick. 



DR. 
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DR. HELSHAM'S ANSWER. 

THE doctor's first rhyme would make any Jew 
sick: 
I know it has made a fine lady in blue sick^ 
For which she is gone in a coach to Killbrew sick. 
Like a hen I once had, from a fox when she flew 

sick: 
Last Monday a lady at St. Patrick*s did spew sick : 
And made all the rest of the folks in the pew sick. 
The surgeon who bled her his lancet out drew sick. 
And stopt the distemper, as being but new sick. 
The yacht, the last storm, had all her whole crew 

sick ; 
Had we two been there, it would have made me and 

you sick : 
A lady that long'd, is by eating of glew sick ; 
Did you ever know one in a very good Q sick ? 
I 'm told that my wife is by winding a clew sick ; 
The doctors have made her by rhyme and by rue 
sick. 
There 's a gamester in town, for a throw that he 
threw sick. 
And yet the old trade of his dice he '11 pursue sick ; 
I 've known an old miser for paying his due sick; 
At present I 'm grown by a pincli of my shoe sick. 
And what would you have me with verses to do sick ? 
Send rhymes, and I'll send you some others in lieu 
sick. 

Of rhymes I have plenty. 
And therefore send twenty. 
Answered the same day when sent, Nov. 23. 

I desire 
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I desire you will carry both these to the doctor, 
together with his own ; and let him know we are 
not persons to be insulted. 

*^ Can you match with me, 
^^ Who send thirty-three ? 
** You must get fourteen more, 
^^ To make up thirty-four : 
^^ But, if me you can conquer, 
*^ I '11 own you a strong cur '*." 

This morning I'm growing, by smelling of yew, 

sick; 
My brother's come over with gold from Peru sick ; 
Last night I came home in a storm that then blew 

sick ; 
This moment my dog at a cat I halloo sick ; 

I hear, from good hands, that my poor cousin Hugh's 

sick; 
By quaffing a bottle, and pulling a screw sick : 
And now there's no more I can write (you'll excuse) 

sick ; 
You see that I scorn to mention word musickt 

I '11 do my best. 

To send the rest ; 

Without a jest, 

I '11 stand the test. 

These lines that I send you, I hope you '11 pe r - 
use sick ; 
I ni make you with writing a little more news sick ; 
Last night I came home with drinking of booze sick ; 

* The lines " thus mark*d" were written by Dr. Swift, at 
the bottom of Dr. Helsham's twenty lines j and the following 
fourteen were afterward added on the same paper. N. 

My 
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My carpenter swears that he Ul hack and he 11 hew 

sick ; 
An officer*s lady, Vm told, is tattoo sick ; 
I *m afraid that the line thirty-four you will view sick. 

Lord ; I could write a dozen more ; 

You see, I*ve mounted thirty-four. 



EPIGRAM, 

OK THE BUSTS * IK RICHMOKD HBRMITAO£# 
1732. 

'' Sic ttti laetantur docti.'* 

With honour thus by Carolina plac'd,' 
How are these venerable bustoes grac*d 1 
O queen, with more than regal title crownMj 
For love of arts and piety renown'd ! 
How do the friends of virtue joy to sec 
Her darling sons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added more^ 
Rever'd by her whom all manldnd adore. 

ANOTHER, 

LEWIS the living learned fed. 
And rais'd the scientifick head : 
Our frugal queen, to save her meat. 
Exalts the heads that cannot eat. 



* Newton, Locke^ Clarke, and Woolaston* 



A CoK^ 
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A Conclusion drawn from the above Epigrams 
and sent to the Drapier. 

SINCE Anna, whose bounty thy merits had fed. 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head ; 
And since our good queen to the wise is so just. 
To raise heads for such as are humbled in dust, 
I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted ; 
Prithee go, and be dead, and be doubly exaltedt 

Dr. Swipt^s Answer; 

HER majesty never shall be my exalter ; 
And yet she would raise me, I know, by a haltet 1 



TO THE HEVEREND DR. SWIFT. 

"VITH A PAESfe^T OP A PAPER BOOK PINELY BOUNBji 

ON HIS Birthday, nov. 30, 1732*. 
BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY. 

1 O thecj dear Swift, these spotless leaves I send; 
Small is the present, but sincere the friend. 
Think not so poor a book below thy care J 
VVho knows the price that thou canst make it bear ? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face. 
The specious front shines out with borrow'd grace ; 

* It was occasioned by an annual custom, "which I found 
pursued among hu> friends, of making him a present on bis 
birthday. Orrery. 

Vol. VIII. L Though 
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Though pasteboards, glittering like a tinscU'd coat, 

A rasa tabula within denote : 

Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 

And modern vices, should provoke thy rage; 

Ifj warnM once more by their impending fate, 

A sinking country and an injured state 

Thy great assistance should again demand. 

And call forth reason to defend the land ; 

Then shall we view these sheets with glad surprise 

Inspired with thought, and speaking to our eyes : 

Each vacant space, shall then, enriched, dispense 

True force of eloquence, and nervous sense ; 

Inform the judgment, animate the heart. 

And sacred rules of policy impart. 

The spangled covering, bright with splendid ore. 

Shall cheat the sight with empty show no more : 

But lead us inward to those golden mines. 

Where all thy soul in native lustre shines. 

So when the eye surveys some lovely fair. 

With bloom of beauty grac'd, with shape and air } 

How is the rapture heighten'd, when we find 

Her form excell'd by her celestial mind 1 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 

ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK, 

ON HIS BIRTHDAY. 

BY DR. DELANY. 

• Hither from Mexico I came. 
To serve a proud lernian dame : 
Was long submitted to her will ; 
At length she lost me at quadrille. 

Through 
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Through various shapes I often pass'd, 
StDl hoping to have rest at last ; 
And still ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 
And sometimes got within his door. 
But soon turn'd out to serve the poor * j 
Not strolling Idleness to aid. 
But honest Industry decayed. 
At length an artist purchased me, 
And wrought me to the shape you see^ 

This done, to Hermes I apply'd : 
** O Hetmes ! gratify my pride ; 
*^ Be it my fate to serve a sage, 
*^ The greatest genius of his age ; 
*' That matchless pen let me supply, 
** Whose living lines will never die !" 

*^ I grant your suit ;" the God replied^ 
And here he left me to reside. 



VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY 

THE FOREGOING PRESENTS. 

A PAPER BOOK is sent by Boyle, 
Too neatly gilt for me to soil. 
Delany sends a silver stand ish. 
When I no more a pen can brandish. 

* AUudiDg to five hundred pounds lent by the dean, witi- 
^^ interestj to poor tradesmen. 

L a Let 
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Let both around my tomb be plac'd : 
As trophies of a Muse deceased : 
And let the friendly lines they writ. 
In praise of long-departed wit, 
Be grav'd on either side in columns. 
More to my praise than all my volumes. 
To burst with envy, spite, and rage. 
The Vandals of the present age. 



THE BEASTS' CONFESSION 
TO THE PRIEST, 

ON OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
TMEIK OWN TALENTS. 1732. 

PREFACE, 

I HAVE been long of opinion, tliat there is not a more 
general and greater mistake, or of worse consequences through 
the commerce of mankind, than the wrong judgments they 
are apt to entertain of their own talents. I knew a stuttering 
alderman in London, a great frequenter of cotiieehouses ; who, 
when a fresh newspaper w:is brought in, constantly seized it 
iirst, and read it aloud to his brother citizx^ns ; but in a manner 
as little intelligible to the standers-by as to himself. How 
many pretenders to learning expose tl>emselves by clK)osing to 
discourse on those very parts of science wherewith they arc 
least ac(iuainted ! It is tlie same case in e\ery other qualifi* 
cation. By tlur multitude of those who deal in rhymes, from 
half a sheet to twenty, which conic out every minute, there 
must be at least five hundred poets in the city and suburbs ot 
Jx)nd(»i:: half as many cuHcehuusc orators, exclusive of the 
ch rc:y ; forty tliousand politicians, and tour thousand five 
liundred profound scholars : not to mention i!ie wits, the rail- 
crs, the smart fellows, and eriiicks ; ail as illiterate and im- 
pudent as a siibirh wliorc. What are wc to think of the fine- 
drcsotd .sparks, proud of their own personal dcformilics, which 

appear 
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appear tlie more hideous by the contrast of wearing scarlet 
and gold, with what they call toupcts * on their heads, and 
all the frippery of a modern beau, to make a figure before 
women ; some of them witli humpbacks, others hardly five 
feet high, and every feature of their faces distorted ? 1 have 
seen many of these insipid pretenders entering into conver- 
sation with persons of learning, constantly making the grossest 
blunders in every sentence, without conveying one single idea 
fit for a rational creature to spend a thought on; perpetually con- 
founding all chronology, and geography even of present times. 
compute, that Lcndonhath eleven native fools of the beau and 
puppy kind, for one among us in Dublin j beside two thirds 
of ours transplanted thither, who are now naturalized ; whereby 
that overgrown capital exceeds ours in the articles of dunces 
by forty to one ; and what is more to our farther mortifica- 
tion, there is not one distinguished fool of Irish birth or edu- 
cation, who makes any noise in that famous metropolis, un- 
less the London prints be very partial or defective 3 whereas 
London is seldom without a dozen of their own educating, 
who engross the vogue for half a winter together, and are ntrver 
heard of more, but give place to a new set. This has been 
tlie constant progress for at least thirty years past, only allow- 
ing for the change of breed and fashion. 

The poem is grounded upon the univerlal folly in mankind 
of mistaking their talents ; by which tlic author docs a great 
honour to his own species, almost t quailing thcra with certain 
brutes j wherein, indeed, he is too partial, as he freely con- 
fesses : and yet he has gone as low as he well could, by spe- 
cifying four animals j the wolf, the ass, the swine, and tlie 
ape J all equally mischievous, except the last, who outdoes 
them in the article of cupning : so great is the pride of man ! 

W HEN beasts could speak (the learned say 
They still can do so every day) 
It seems, they had religioa then, 
As much as now we find in men. 

* Wigs with long black tails, at that time very mnch in fashion. )C was 
icrj comiiMHi a^ to call the wearers of them by the same name. 
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It happened, when a plague broke put, 
' (Which therefore made them more devout) 
The king of brutes (to make it plain. 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command. 
That every subject in the land 
Should to the priest confess their sins ; 
And thus the pious Wolf begins : 
Good father, I must own with shame, 
That often I have been to blame : 
J must confess, on Friday last, 
Wretch that I was ! I broke my fast : 
But I defy the basest tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 
Or ever went to seek my food 
By rapine, theft, or thirst of blood. 

The Ass, approaching next, confessed. 
That in his heart he lov'd a jest i 
A wag he was, he needs must own. 
And could not let a (iunce alone: 
Sometimes his friend he would not spare. 
And might perhaps be too severe : 
But yet, the worst that could be said| 
He was a wit both born and bred ; 
And, if it be a sin or shame, 
Nature alone must bear the blame : 
One fiult he has, is sorry for't. 
His ears are half a foot too short; 
Which could he to the standard bring, 
He 'd show his face before the king : 
Then for his voice, there's none dispute^ 
T|iat he's the nightingale of brutes. 

The Swine with contrite heart allow'd, 
]^js s|iape and beauty made him proud : 



to 
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In diet was perhaps too nice. 
But gluttony was ne'er his vice : 
In every turn of life content, 
And meekly took what fortune sent : 
Inquire through all the parish round, 
A better neighbour ne'er was found : 
His vigilance might some displease ; 
*Tis true, he hated sloth like pease. 

The mimic Ape began his chatter. 
How evil tongues his life bespatter } 
Much of the censuring world complain'd, 
Who said, his gravity was feign'd : 
Indeed the strictness of his morals 
Engag'd him in a hundred quarrels : 
He saw, and he was griev'd to see 't. 
His zeal was sometimes indiscreet : 
He found his virtues too severe 
For our corrupted times to bear ; 
Yet such a lewd licentious age 
Might well excuse a stoick's rage. 

The Goat advanced with degent pace a 
And first excused his youthful face ; 
Forgiveness begg'd, that he appear'd 
('Twas Nature's fault) without a beard, 
'Tis true, he was not much inclin'd 
To fondness for the female kind : 
Not, as his enemies object, 
From chance, or natural defect; 
Not by his frigid constitution ; 
But through a pious resolution : 
For he had made a holy vow 
Of chastity, as monks do now : 

h 4 Which 
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Which he resolved to keep for ever hence, 
And strictly too, as doth his reverence ♦. 

Apply the tale, and you shall find. 
How just it suits with humankind. 
Some faults we own ; but, can you guess? 
Why virtues carried to excess. 
Wherewith our vanity endows us. 
Though neither foe nor friend allows us. 

The Lawyer swears (you may rely on 't) 
He never squeez'd a needy client ; 
And this he makes his constant rule ; 
For which his brethren call him fool ; 
His conscience always was so nice. 
He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he lost, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees last Easter term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job ; 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick dispatch ; 
Ne*er kept a cause, he well may boast. 
Above a term or two at most. 

The cringing Knave, who seeks a place 
Without success, thus tells his case : 
Why should he longer mince the matter i 
He fail'd, because he could not flatter } 
He hr4d not Icarn'd to turn his coat. 
Nor for a party give his vote : 
His crime he quickly understood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's good ; 
He f amd the ministers resent it, 
yet could not for his heart repent it, 

t The priest his confessor^ 

The 
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The Chaplain vows, he cannot fewn, 
Though it would raise him to the lawn : 
He pass'd his hours among his books j 
You find it in his meagre looks i 
He might, if he were worldly wise. 
Preferment get, and spare his eyes : 
But owns, he had a stubborn spirit. 
That made him trust alone to merit : 
Would rise by merit to proraotioB { 
Al^ I a mere chimerick notion. 

The Doctor, if you will believe him, 
Confessed a sin i (and God forgive him !) 
Call'd up at midnight, ran to save 
A blind old beggar from the grave t 
But see how Satan spreads his snares i 
He quite forgot to say his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to act the parson's part i 
Quotes from the Bible many a sentence. 
That moves his patients to repentance : 
And, when his medicines do no good. 
Supports their minds with heavenly food ; 
At which, however well intended, 
He hears the clergy are offended ; 
And grown so bold behind his back. 
To call him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he keeps a seat| 
Says grace before and after meat ; 
And calls, without affecting airs. 
His household twice a day to prayers. 
He shuns apothecaries shops, 
And hates to cram the sick with slops : 
He scorns to make his art a trade ; 
^or bribes my lady's favourite maid^ 



m 



Old 
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Old nurse-keepers would never hire. 
To recommend him to the squire ; 
Which others, whom he will not name. 
Have often practised to their shame. 

The Statesman tells you, with a sneer. 
His fault is to be too sincere ; 
i^nd having no sinister ends. 
Is apt to disoblige his friends. 
The nation's good, his master's glory. 
Without regard to whig or tory. 
Were all the schemes he had in view ; 
Yet he was seconded by few : 
Though some had spread a thousand lies, 
"fwas he defeated the excise. 
Twas known, though he had born aspersion. 
That standing troops were his aversion : 
His practice was, in every station. 
To serve the king, and please the nation. 
Though hard to find in every case 
The fittest man to fill a place : 
His promises he ne'er forgot. 
But took memorials on the spot ; 
His enemies, for want of charity, 
Said, he affected popularity : 
'Tis true, the people understood. 
That all he did was for their good ; 
Their kind affections he has tried % 
No love is lost on either side, 
lie came to court with fortune clear. 
Which, now he runs out every year ; 
Must, at the rate that he goes on. 
Inevitably be undone : 
O ! if his majesty would please 
To give him but a writ of ease. 

Would 
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Would grant him licence to retire. 
And it has long been his desire^ 
By fair accounts it would be founds 
He *$ poorer by ten thousand pounds 
He ouns, and hopes it is no sin. 
He nt*er was partial to his kin i 
He tliought it base for men in stations 
To crowd the court with their relations: 
His country was his dearest mother. 
And every virtuous man his brother ; 
Through modesty or awkward shame > 
(For w^hich he owns himself to blame) 
He found the wisest man he could. 
Without respcft to friends or blood ; 
Nor ever afts on private views. 
When he has liberty to choose. 

The Sharper swore^ he hated play. 
Except to pass an hour away : 
And well he might ; for, to his cost. 
By want of skill, he always lost ; 
He heard tliere was a club of cheats. 
Who had contriv'd a thousand feats ; 
Could change the stock, or cog a die. 
And thus deceive the sharpest eye : 
Nor wonder how his fortune sunk^ 
His brothers fleece him when he 's drunk* 

1 own the moral not exaft ; 
Besides, the tale is false in fact ; 
And so absurd, that could I raise up 
From fields Elysian, fabling iEsop, 

would accuse him to his face 
?or libelling the fourfoot race* 
Creatures of every kind but ours 
Well comprehend their natural powers; 
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While we, whom reason ought to sway. 
Mistake our talents every day. 
The Ass was never known so stupid. 
To act the part of Tray or Cupid ; 
Nor leaps upon his master's lap. 
There to be stroked, and fed with pap,' 
As iEsop would the world persuade ; 
He better understands his trade : 
Nor comes whene'er his lady whistles ; 
But carries loads, and feeds on thistles. 
Our author's meaning, I presume, is 
A creature bipes et implumis ; 
Wherein the moralist design'd 
A compliment on humankind : 
For here he owns, that now and then 
Beasts may degenerate into men. 



THE PARSON'S CASE. 

1 HAT you, friend Marcus, like a stoick. 
Can wish to die in strains heroick. 
No real fortitude implies : 
Yet, all must own, thy wish is wise. 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife. 
Thy busy, drudging scene of life. 
Thy insolent, illiterate vicar. 
Thy want of all -consoling liquor. 
Thy threadbare gown, thy cassock rent. 
Thy credit sunk, thy money spent. 
Thy week made up of fa<^tingdays. 
Thy grate unconscious of a blaze. 

And 
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Aad, to complete thy other curses. 

The quarterly demands of nurses. 

Arc ills you wisely wish to leave. 

And fly for refuge to the grave ; ' 

And, O, what virtue you express. 

In wishing such afflictions less ! 

But, now, should Fortune shift the scene. 
And make thy curateship a dean ; 
Or some rich benefice provide. 
To pamper luxury and pride ; 
With labour small and income great ; 
With chariot less for use than state ; 

With swelling scarf and glossy gown. 
And licence to reside in town : 

To shine where all the gay resort. 

At concerts, coffeehouse, or court : 

And weekly persecute his grace. 

With visits, or to beg a place ; 

With underlings thy flock to teach. 

With no desire to pray or preach ; 

With haughty spouse in vesture fine. 

With plenteous meals and generous wine ; 

Wouldst thou not wish, in so much case. 

Thy years as numerous as thy days ? 



THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES. 1733. 

1 OOR ladies I though their business be to play, 
Tis hard they must be busy night and day : 
Why should they want the privilege of men, 
Kor take some small diversions now and then ? 

Had 
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Had women been the makers of our laws| 
(And why they were not, I call see no cause) 
The men should slave at cards from morn to night j 
And female pleasures be to read and writer 



A LOVE SONG, 

In thb modern taste. 1733^ 

I. 

Fluttering spread thy purplc piniras, 

Gentle Cupid, o'er rtiy heart ; 
I^ a slave in thy dominions ; 

Nature must give way to art. 

IL 

Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 

Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my weary days consuming 

All beneath yon flowery rocks. 

IIL 

Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping 

Mourned Adonis, darling youth : 
Him the boar, in silence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers ; 

Fair Discretion, string the lyre; 
Sooth my ever-waking slumbers : 

Bright Apollo, lend thy choir« 

V. Gloomy 
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Gloomy Pluto, king of terrours^ 
Arm'd in adamantine chains. 

Lead me to the crystal mirrors. 
Watering soft Elysian plains. 

VL 

Mournful cypress, verdant willow. 
Gilding my Aurelia's brows, 

Morpheus, hovering o'er my pillow. 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy smooth Maeander, 
Swiftly purling in a round. 

On thy margin lovers wander. 
With thy flowery chaplets crownM. 

VIII. 

Thus when Philomela drooping 
Softly seeks her silent mate, 

See the bird of Juno stooping; 
Melody resigns to fate.^ 



OK 
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ON THE WORDS 

BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 

AND 

FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

So familiarly used by the advocates for the repeal c 
the Test Act in Ireland, 1735* 

An inundation, says the fable, 
O'erflowM a farmer's barn and stable ; 
Whole ricks of hay and stacks of corn 
Were down the sudden current born j 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The generous wheat forgot its pride. 
And sail'd with litter side by side ; 
Uniting all, to show their amity. 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new-dropp'd horse's dung, 
Mingling with apples in the throng. 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
** See, brother, how we apples swim.** 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting corns. 
An ofFer'd fee from RadclifF scorns, 
** Not for the world — we doctors, brother, 
** Must take no fees of one another." 
Thus to a dean some curate sloven 
Subscribes, " Dear sir, your brother loving." 
Thus all the footmen, shoeboys, porters. 
About St. James's, cry, ** We courtiers.** 
Thus Horace in the house will prate, 
^* Sir, we the ministers of state.'* 

Thi 
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Thus at the bar the booby Bettesworth, 

Though half a crown overpays his sweat's worth. 

Who knows in law nor text nor margent, 

Calls Singleton his brother sergeant. 

And thus fanatick saints, though neither in 

Doctrine nor discipline our brethren, 

Arc brother protestants and Christians, 

As much as Hebrews and Philistines : 

But in no other sense, than nature 

Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 

lice from your body suck their food ; 

But is a louse your flesh and blood ? 

Though born of human filth and sweat, it 

As well may say tnan did beget it 

And maggots in your nose and chin 

As well may claim you for their kin* 

Yet criticks may object, why not ? 
Since lice arc brethren to a Scot : 
Which made our swarm of sects determine 
Employments for their brother vermin. 
But be they English, Irish, Scottish, 
What protestant can be so sottish. 
While o'er the church these clouds are gathering, 
To call a swarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Moses, by divine advice. 
In Egj'pt turnM the dust to lice ; 
And as our sects, by all descriptions, 
Havx hearts more harden d than Egyptians ; 
As from the trodden dust they spring. 
And, turn'd to lice, infest the king : 
For pity^s sake, it would be just, 
A rod should turn them back to dust. 

Let folks in high or holy stations 
Be proud of owning such relations ; 

VoL.TOL M ^^ Let 
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Let courtiers hbg them ih their bofom. 
As if they were afraid to lose •em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption — *• ThouVt my fether.*' 
For he that has so little wit 
To nourish vermin, may be bit. 



THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW; 

OR 

THE KEVAN BAYL'S NEW BALLAD, 

UPON SERGEANT KITF8 INSULTING THE DEAN. 
To the Tone of, Derry down. 

JOLLY boys of St. Kcvan's, St. Patrick*s, Donore, 
And Smithfieldy 1 11 tell you, if not told before. 
How Bettesworth, that booby, and scoundrel in 

grain. 
Has insulted us all by insulting the dean. 
Knock him down, down, down, knock him down. 

The dean and his merits we every one know. 
But this skip of a lawyer, where the De'el did he 

grow ? 
How greater his merit at Four Courts or House, 
Than the barking of Towzer, or leap of a louse ? 

Knock him down, &c 

That he came from the Temple, his morals do 
show; 
But where. his deep Uw is, few mortals yet know : 

His 
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His rhetorick, bombaft, filly jcfts» are by fM 
More like to lampooningj than pleading at ban 

Knock him down^ fcc. 

This pedlar, at speaking and making of IawS| 
IIa$ met with returns of all sons but applause ; 
Has, with noise and odd geftures, been prating 

some years. 
What honefter folks never durft for their ears. 

Knock hitn downj &cc. 

Of all fizcs and sorts, the fanatical crew 
Arc his brother proteftants, good men and trac^ 
Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turban *s the same. 
What the Dc'el is *i to him whence the Devil they 
came 7 

Knock him down, &c. 

Hobbes, Tindal, and Woolfton, and Collins, and 
Nayler, 
And Mugglcton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylor^ 
Are Chriftians alike ; and It may be averr'd. 
He *s a Christian as good as the rest of the herd. 

Knock him down, &c. 

He only the rights of the clergy debates, ^ 

Their rights ! their importance ! We *U set on new 

rates 
On their tithes at half-nothing, their priesthood at 

less : 
What *t next to be voted with ease you may guess. 

Knock him down, &c. 

At length his old master (I need not him name) 
To this damnable speaker had long ow'd a shame ; 
When his speech came abroad, he paid him off clean. 
By leafing him under die pen of the dean. 

Knock him down, 2cc. 
M 1 lie 
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He kindled, as if the whole satire had been 
The oppreflion of virtue, not wages of sin ; 
He began, as he bragged, with a rant and a roar ; 
He bragged how he bounc'd, and he swore how he 
swore. 

Knock him down. Sec. 

Though he cring'd to his deanship in very low 
strains, 
To others he boasted of knocking out brains. 
And slitting of noses, and cropping of ears, 
While his own ass's zaggs were more fit for the 
shears. 

Knock him down, &c. 

On this worrier of deans whene'er we can hit. 
We '11 show him the way how to crop and to slit ; 
We '11 teach him some better address to afford 
To the dean of all deans, though he wears not a 
sword. 

Knock him down, &c. 

We'll colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick's, 
Donore, 
And Smithfield, as rap was ne'er colted before ; 
We'll oil him with kennel, and powder him with 

grains, 
A modus right fit for insultcrs of deans. 

Knock him down, &c. 

And, when this is over, we'll make him amends. 
To tlie dean he shall go ; they shall kiss and be 

friends : 
But how ? Why, the dean shall to him disclose J 
A face for to kiss, without eyes, ears, or nose. 

Knock him down^ &c. 

If 
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If you say this is hard on a man that is reckonM • 
That sergeant at law whom we call Kite the Second, 
You mistake ; for a slave, who wiil<:oax his superiours. 
May be proud to be licking a great man's posteriours* 

r ' . ' * Knock him down, &Ci 

What care we how high runs his^ passion or pride ? 
Though his soul he despises, he values his hide ; 
Then fear not his tongue, or his sword, or his knife; >, 
He'll take his revenge on his innocent wife. Jjr'' 

Knock him down, down, down, keep him down. 



ON THE 

ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL, 
AND BETTESWORTH. 

JLIEAR Dick, pr'ythee tell by what passion you 

move ? 
The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love ; 
And, while at good Cashel you rail with such spite. 
They shrewdly suspedl it is all but a bite, * 

You certainly know, though so loudly you vapour. 
His spite cannot wound, who attempted the Dra- 

pier. 
Then, prithee, reflect, take a word of advice ; ' 
And, as your old wont is, change sides in a trice : 
On his virtues hold forth ; 'tis the very best way ; 
And say of the man what all honest men say, ' 
But if, still obdurate, your anger remains. 
If still youi foul bosom more rancour contains .y' 

M 3 Say 
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Fay then more than thef ; nay, lavishly flatter, 
*Tis your gross pancgj-ncks alone can bespatter 
For thine, my dear Dicki give me leave to speak 

plain f 
Like very foul mops, dirt^^ more than the}* clean. 
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A.LL human race would fain be wits. 
And millions miss for one that hits* 
Young's universal passion, pride, 
Was never kfiown to spread so wide. 
Say, Britain, could you ever boast 
Three poets in an age at most ? 
Our chilling chmate hardly bears 
A sprig of bays in fifty years i 
While every fool his claim alleges, 
As if it grew in common hedges. 
What reason can there be assign'd 
For this pen^erseness in the mind ? 
Brutes find out where their talents lie : 
A bear will not attempt to fly ; 
A foundered horse will oft' debate,, 
Before he tries a five-barr'd gate j 
A dog by instinct turns aside, 
Who sees the ditch too deep and wide* 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, ltd by folly, combats Nature! 



Who, 
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Whof when she loudly cries, Fotbtar, 
Wilh obstinacy fixes there ; 
Afld, where his genius least inclines^ 
Absurdly bends his whole designs, 
, Nat empire to the rising ^un 
By valour^ conduct, fortune won ; 
Not highest wisdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern states ; 
Not skill in sciences profound 
So large to gra^p the circle round: 
Sucli heavenly influence require. 
As how to strike the Muse*s lyre* 

Not beggar's brat on bulk begot; 
Not bastard of a pedlar Scot i 
JJot boy brought up to cleaning shoes, 
The spawn of Bridewell or the stews ; 
Not infants dropp'd, the spurious pledges 
Of gypsies llrtering under hedges ; 
Are so disquallhcd by fate 
To rise in church, or law# or statc^ 
As he whom Phoebus in his ire 
Has blasted with poetick fire» 
What hope o( custom in tlie fair. 
While nut a soul demands your ware ? 
Wlicrc you have nothing to produce 
For priote life, or public k use ? 
Court, city, country, want you not ; 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no provision ; 
The wealthy have you in derision : 
Of state affairs you cannot smarter ; 
Are awkward when you try to flatter : 
Your portion, taking Britain round. 
Was just one annual hundred pound; 

u 4 Now 
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Now not so much as in remainder^ 
Since Gibber brought in an attainder ; 
For ever fix'd by right divine 
(A monarch's right) on Grab-street line. 

Poor ^tarv'ling bard, how small thy gains f 
How unproportiond to thy pains!- 
And here a simile comes pat in : 
Though chickens take a month to fetten^ 
The guests in less than half an hour 
Will more than half a score devour. 
So, after toiling twenty days 
To earn a stock of pence and praise. 
Thy labours, grown the critick's prey. 
Are swallow'd o'er a dish of tea : 
Gone to be never heard of more. 
Gone where the chickens went before. 

How shall a new attempter learn 
Of dltFerent spirits to discern. 
And how distinguish which is which. 
The poet's vein, or scribbling itch ? 
Then hear an old experienced sinner. 
Instructing thus a young beginner. 

Consult yourself ; and if you find 
A powerful impulse urge your mind. 
Impartial judge within your breast 
What subject you can manage best ; 
Whether your genius most inclines 
To satire, praise, or humorous lines. 
To elegies in mournful tone. 
Or prologue sent from hand unknown. 
Then, rising with Aurora's light, 
The Muse invok'd, sit down to write ; 
Blot out, correct, insert, refine, 
Enlarge, diminish, interline; 

Be 
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Be mind full when invention fails, 

To scratch your head, and bite your nails. 

Your poem finish*d, next your care 
Is needful to transcribe it fair* 
In niodem wit all printed trash is 
Set off with numerous breaks and dashes. 

To statesmen would you give a wipe. 
You print it in Italick t}'^pe- 
Wlien letters are in vulgar shapes, 
'Tis ten to one the wit escapes : 
But^ when in capitals expressed. 
The dullest reader smokes the jest: 
Or else perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant ; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more tlian Homer knew- 

Your poem in its motlish dress, 
Correctly fitted for the press, 
Convey by penny post to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into 't* 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the cost. 
You need not fear your labour lost : 
And how agreeably surprised 
Are you to see it advertised ! 
The hawker shows you one in print. 
As fresh as farthings from the mint : 
The product of your toil and sweating ; 
A bastard of your own begetting. 

Be spre at Will s, the following day. 
Lie snug, and hear what criticks say ; 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a stupid rogue. 
Damns all your thoughts as low and little. 
Sit srill, and swallow down your spicde. 
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Be silent as a politician, 
For talking may beget suspicion : 
Or praise the judgment of the towot 
And help yourself to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride. 
Nor argue on the weaker side : 
For^ poems read without a name 
Wc justly praise, or justly blame ; 
And cri ticks have no partial views. 
Except they know whom they abuse : 
And since you ne*er ppvoke their spite. 
Depend upon't their judgment's right 
But if you blab, you are undone : 
Consider what a risk you run ; 
You lose your credit all at once ; 
The town will mark you for a dunce ; 
The vilest doggrel, Grub street sends, 
Will pass for yours with foes and friends ; 
And you must bear the whole disgrace) 
Till lomc fresh blockhead takes your place* 

Your secret kept, your poem sunk, 
And sent in quires to line a trunk. 
If still you be disposM to rhyme. 
Go try your hand a second time. 
Again you fail : yet Safe's the word i 
Take courage, and attempt a third. 
But first with care employ your thoughts 
Where critkks marked your former faults ; 
The trivial turns, the borrowed wit. 
The similes that nothing fit ; 
The cant which every fool repeats. 
Town jests and coifcchouse conceitSt 
Descriptions tedious, flat and dry. 
And introduced the Lord knows why : 



Or where we find your fury let 
Against the harmless alphabet ; 
On As and Bes your malice vent, 
While readers wonder whom you meiatj 
A publick or a private robber, 
A statesman, or a South-sea jobber ; 
A prelate, who no God believes; 
A parliament, or den of thieves ; 
A pickpurse at the bar or benchf 
A duchess, or a suburbwench i 
Or oft, when epithets you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 
Like stcppingHtones, to save a stride, 
In streets where kennels arc too wide j 
Or like a heel-piece, to support 
A cripple with one foot too short j 
Or like a bridge, that joins a tnarish 
To moorlands of a different parish. 
So have I seen ill-coupled hounds 
Drag different ways in miry grounds. 
So geographers, in Africk maps. 
With savage pictures fill their gaps, 
And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for want of towns. 

But, though you miss your third cssay# 
You need not throw your pen away. 
Lay now aside all thoughts of feme^ 
To spring more profitable game. 
From party merit seek support ; 
The vilest verse thrives best at court* 
A pamphlet in sir Bob's defence 
Will never fail to bring tn pence : 
Nor be concerned about the sale. 
He pays hit workmen on the naiL 
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A prince, the moment he is crown'd. 
Inherits every virtue round. 
As ennblems of the sovereign power* 
Like other baubles in the Tower : 
Is generouSi valiant, just, and wise. 
And %o continues till he dies : 
His humble senate this professes. 
In all their speeches, votes, addresses. 
But once you fix him in a tomb. 
His virtues fade^ his vices bloom ; 
And each perfection, wrong imputed. 
Is fully at his death confuted* 
The loads of poems in his praise, 
Ascendiiig, make one funeral bla^e : 
As soon as you can hear his knell, 
This god on earth turns devil in Hell : 
And Id ! his ministers of state, 
Transformed to imps, his levee wait; 
Where, in the scenes of endless woe. 
They ply their former arts below ; 
And as they sail in Charon's boat^ 
Contrive to bribe the judge's vote; 
To Cerberus they give a sop* 
His triple barking mquth to stop ; 
Of, in the Ivory gate of dreams 
Project excise and South*sca schemes; 
Or hire their party pamphleteers 
To set Elysium by the cars. 

Then, poet, if you mean to thrii-e. 
Employ your Muse on kings alive; 
Wub prudence gathering up a cluster 
Of all the viriue-i you can muster, 
*W hich, fbrm*d into agirland sweet. 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet ^ 
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Who, as the odours reach his throne. 
Will smile, and think them all his own; 
For law and Gospel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine: 
I mean the oracles of both, 
Who sliall depOsc it upon oath. 
Your garland, in the following reign. 
Change but the names, will do again. 

But, If you tliink this trade too base, 
(Which seldom is the dunce's case) 
Put on the cri tick's brow, and sit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit, 
A nod, a shrug, a scornful smile. 
With caution us'd, may serve a while. 
Proceed no farther in your part. 
Before you learn the terms of art; 
For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern criticks* jargon ; 
Then talk with more authentick face 
Of unities, in time and place; 
Get scraps of Horace from your friends^ 
And have them at your fingers ends ; 
Learn Aristotle's rules by rote, 
And at all hazards boldly quote ; 
Judicious Rymer oft review, 
Wise Dennis, and profound Bossu. 
Read all the prefaces of Dryden, 
For these our criticks much confide in ; 
Though merely writ at first for filling, 
To raise the volume's price a shilling, 

A forward critick often dupes us 
With sham quotations peri hupwm : 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magisterially outshine us. 
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Then, lest with Gfeek he ovcmin y€. 
Procure the book for love or moneys 
Translated from Boileau's translarioa. 
And quote quotarion on quotation* 
At Will's you hear a poem read» 
WheiT Battus from the table hcad^ 
Reclining on his clbowchatr, 
Gives judgment with decisive air ; 
To whom the tribe of circling witi 
As to an oracle submits* 
He gives dire<5lions to the townt 
To cry it up, or run it down ; 
Like courtiers, when they send a note, 
Instructing members how to vote. 
He sets the stamp of bad and good. 
Though not a word be understood. 
Your lesson learned, you *U be secure 
To get the name of connoisseur : 
And, when your merits once arc known. 
Procure disciples of your own. 
For poets (you can never want them) 
Spread through Augusta Trinobantum, 
Computing by their pecks of coals^ 
Amount to just nine thousand souls : 
These o'er their proper districts govern. 
Of wit and humour judges sovereign. 
In every street a city bard 
Rules, tike an alderman, his ward ; 
His indisputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end i 
The neighbours round admire his shrewdness 
For songs of loyalty and lewdness ; 
Outdone by none in rhyming well, 
Although he never Icarn'd to spelL 



ON POETET. 175 

Two bbrdcrlng wit3 contend for glory j 
And one is whig, and one is torjr: 
And this, for cplcks claims the bays. 
And tliat, for elegiack lays : 
Some fam'd for numbers soft and smooth^ 
By lovers spoke in Punch's booth ; 
And some as justly Fame extols 
For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown. 
And MsBvius reigns o'er Kentish town : 
Tigcllius plac'd in Phoebus' car 
From Ludgate shines to Temple bar ; 
Harmonious Gibber entertains 
The court with annual birthday strains ; 
Whence Gay was banish'd in disgrace j 
Where Pope will nevxr show his face ; 
Where Young must torture his invention 
To flatter knaves, or lose his pension. 

But these are not a thousandth port 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each his proper station. 
And all in due subordination, 
Through every alley to be found. 
In garrets high, or under ground ; 
And when they join their perlcranies^ 
Out skips a book of miscellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, that every creature 
Lives in a state of war by nature. 
The greater for the smaller watch, 
But meddle seldom with their tnatch# 
A whale of moderate size will draw 
A shoal of herrings down his maw | 
A fox with geese his belly crams ; 
A wolf deitroys a thouiand lamb^ ; 
i But 
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But search among the rhyming race. 
The brave are worried by the base. 
If on Parnassus' top you sit. 
You rarely bite, are always bit : 
Each poet of inferiour size 
On you shall rail and criticise. 
And strive to tear you limb from limb ; 
While others do as much for him. 

The vermin only tease and pinch 
Their foes superiour by an inch. 
So, naturalists observe, a flea 
Has smaller fleas that on him prey ; 
And these have smaller still to bite 'cm. 
And so proceed ad infimtum. 
Thus every poet, in his kind. 
Is bit by him that comes behind : 
Who, though too little to be seen. 
Gin tease, and gall, and give the spleen ; 
Call dunces, fools, and sons of whores. 
Lay Grub street at each other's doors ; 
Extol the Greek and Roman masters. 
And curse our modern poetasters ; 
Complain, as many an ancient bard did. 
How genius is no more rewarded ; 
How wrong a taste prevails among us ; 
How much our ancestors outsung us i 
Can personate an awkward scorn 
For those who are not poets bom ; 
And all their brotlier dunces lash. 
Who crowd the press with hourly trash. 

O Grub street ! how do I bemoan thee. 
Whose graceless children scorn to own thee 1 
Their filial piety forgot, 
Deny their country, like a Scot ; 

Though, 
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Though, by their idiom and grimace. 
They soon betray their nati^^c place : 
Yet thou hast greater cause to be 
AshamM of them, than they of thee. 
Degenerate from their ancient brood. 
Since first the court allow 'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty still, 
To purchase fame by writing ilU 
From Flecknoe down to Howard's * time. 
How few have reached the low sublime ! 
For wlien our high-born Howard died, 
Btackmore alone his place supplied : 
And, kst a chasm should intei venc, 
When deatli had finish'd Blackmore*5 reign. 
The leaden crown devolved to thee. 
Great poet 'f of the hollow tree. 

* H<TJi. Edward Howard, author of four mdlfferent plays, 
and of iwobdokit ot'poftry. one called " Tlie Britt&b Plrmccas/' 
\hc other ** Poems and tssaya, ^* Iih a paraphrase tsa Ckero*i 

f Sir William Grimatoin bart. {created viscount Gritnstoa 
und baron of Dimboynf^ in t!)e kingdom of Irdand, June 3, 
1719), wrote a play, lA'bftn ahoy, to beaded by his school- 
fcllotii, eti titled, ''The Lawyci's Forturre^ or. Lore in m 
HQllowTrecr prinrfd In 4I0, 1705 j a pfrformance of so 
little focntj thai hb lordship, at a more advanced period of 
ItTe, ris ' mI by errry nutans irt Ifi* pmver to suppress il j 

and tl^! ::t po§!iibly have accomplished, had he not beea 

engngrd in a ditpule \%nth the ducbe^s of Marlboroogh, about 
ibc bomflgh of Sr- Alban>. To render him ridiculous in the 
ryes of hbconstitueiUs, her grace caused an impression of thli 
play to be prinlcd» with an elephant in the title page ddncSng 
on 31 mpe. Thi« filition his lord^liip purchased ; but her grace, 
bdng determined to accomplish her desi^, sent a copy to be 
repmted in Holland, and afterward diftributcd the whole 
lflipi«*ion ftmong the ele^or^ of Su Albans | for frhicK p4acc, 
Iwwrver, he wmi chosen represcntatiTf, im 17131 tjt^, iod 
ilty. He died Oct. 15, 1756* 
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An heir for Britain to secure 
As long as sun and moon endure. 
The remnant of tlse royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood. 
Bright goddesses J in number five ; 
Duke William, sweetest prince altve. 
Now sing the minister of statc^ 
Who shines alone without a mate. 
Observe with what majestick port 
This Atlas stands to prop the court : 
Intent the publick debts to pay. 
Like prudent Fabius^ by delay • 
Thou great vicegerent of the king. 
Thy praises e^Tiy Muse shall sing ! 
In all affairs thou sole director. 
Of wit and learnmg chief protector ; 
Though small the time tliou hast to spare. 
The church is thy peculiar carci 
Of pious prelates what a stock 
You choose, to rule the sable flock ! 
You raise the honour of the peerage. 
Proud to attend you at the steerage. 
You dignify tlie noble raccj 
Content yourself with humbler place. 
Now learning, valour, nrtue, sense. 
To titles gi%e the sole pretence. 
St. George beheld thee with delight. 
Vouchsafe to be an axure knight, 
When on thy breast and sides Herculean, 
He fix*d the star and string cerulean. 

Say, poet, in what other nation 
Shone ever such a coostcUation ! 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and 
And tune your harpsi and strow your ba 
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Your pancgyricks here provide ; 
You cannot err on flattery's side. 
Above the stars exalt your style. 
You still are low ten thousand mile. 
On Lewis all his bards bestow'd 
Of incense many a thousand load ; 
But Europe mortified his pride. 
And swore the fawning rascals lied. 
Yet what the world refus'd to Lewis, 
Apply'd to George, exactly true is. 
Exactly true ! invidious poet ! 
'Tis fifty thousand times below it. 

Translate me now some lines, if you can. 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
They could all power in Heaven divide. 
And do no wrong on either side ; 
They teach you how to split a hair. 
Give George and Jove an equal share. 
Yet why should we be lac'd so strait ? 
I *11 give my monarch butter weight. 
An4 reason good ; for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here : 
Nor, though his priests be duly paid. 
Did ever we desire his aid : 
We now can better do without him, 
Since WoQlston gave us arms to rout him* 

Catera defiderantur. 
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A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES, 

BY DR. SHERIDAN. I733. 

*' To make a writer miss his end, 

*' You *vc nothing else to do but mend/* 

I OFTEN tried in vain to find 

A simile for womankind, 

A simile I meant to lit *em. 

In every circumstance to hit 'em. 

Through every beast and bird I went, 

I ransack'd every element ; 

And, after peeping through all nature 

To find so whimsical a creature, 

A cloud presented to my view, 

And straight this parallel I drew : 

Clouds turn with every wind about,- 
They keep us in suspense and doubt. 
Yet oft perverse, like womankind. 
Are seen to scud against the wind : 
And are not women just the same ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the stoutest mortals under. 
When bellowing they discharge their thunder : 
So when the alarumbcU is rung i] 
Of Xanti's everlasting tongue. 
The husband dreads its loudness more 
Than lightning's flash, or thunder's roar. 

Clouds weep, as they do, without pain ; 
And what are tears but women's rain ? 

The 
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The clouds about the welkin roam i 
And ladies never stay at home. 

The clouds build castles in the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair : 
For all the schemes of their forecasting, 
Are not more solid, nor more lasting- 

A cloud IS light by turns, and dark| 
Such is a lady with her spark ; 
Now with a sudden pouting gloom 
She seems to darken all the room ; 
Again she 's pleasM, his fears beguird, 
And all is clear when she has smii'd. 
In this they *re wondrously alike, 
(I hope the simile will strike) 
Though in the darkest dumps you view them. 
Stay but a moment, you '11 sec tli rough them^ 

The clouds are apt to make reflection^ 
And frequently produce infection ; 
So Geliaj with small pro\^ocation, 
Blasts every neighbour's reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy show, 
{For they, like ladies, have their bow) 
The gravest matron will confess. 
That she herself is fond of dress. 

Observe the clouds in pomp array'd. 
What various colours arc display'ds 
The pink, the rose, the violet's die. 
In that great drawingroom the sky ; 
How do these diiFer from our Graces, 
In garden- silks, brocades, and lace* ? 
Are they not such another sight, 
When met upon a birthday night ? 

The clouds delight to change their fashion : 
(Dear ladies, be not in a passion !) 

K4 Nor 
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Nor let this whim to ypu acem sitr^iDgc, 
Who every hour delight in chi^ige. 

In them and you aiike are seen 
The sullen symptoms of the spleen 1 
The moment th^t your vapours rise, 
We see them dropping frotp your eyes. 

In evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fringed with borrowed gpld i 
And this is many a lady's case, 
Who flaunts about in borrowed lace. 

Grave matrons are like ploud^ of snowj^ 
Their words fall thick, s^d soft, ^pd slaw } 
While brisk caq\^ettest liKs rattling fc^iU 
Our ears on every s|ide assail* 

Clauds when they intercept opr sigbt^ 
Deprive us of celestial light : 
Stf when my Chloe I pursue, 
No Heaven besides I have in view. 

Thus, on comparison you see, 
In every instance they agree ; 
So like, so very much the same, 
1 hat one may go by toother's name- 
Let me proclaim it then aloud. 
That every woman is a cloud. 
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Presumptuous bard i how couia you dare 

A woman with a cloud compare ? 
Strange pride and insolence you show 
Inferiour mortals there below. 
And is our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or so loud as theirs ? 
Alas ! our thunder soon goes out ; 
And only makes you more devout. 
Then is not female clatter worse. 
That drives you not to pray, but ciu'sc ? 

We hardly tliuoder thrice a year ; 
The bolt discharg'd, the sky grows clear; 
But every sublunary doi%dy. 
The more she scolds, the more she 's cloudy* 

Some critick may object, perhaps, 
That clouds are blam*d for giving claps ; 
But what, alas ! are claps ethereal 
Compared for mischief to venereal ? 
Can clouds give buboes, ulcers, blotches^ 
Or from your noses dig out notches ? 
We leave the body sweet and sound ; 
Wc kill, 'tis true, but never wound. 

You know a cloudy sky bespeaks 
Fur weather when the morning breaks i 
But women in a cloudy plighc 
Foretell a stann to last tin nighL 

A cloud in proper seasons pours 
His blessings down in firoitful showers; 
But woman was by fate designed 
To poor dowa cucscs on maokind. 

When 
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When Sirius o'er the welkin rages^ 
Our kindly help his fire assuages ; 
But woman is a curst infiamer^ 
No parish ducking-stool can tame her : 
To kindle strife, dame Nature taught her; 
Like fireworks, she can burn in water. 

For fickleness how durst you blame us^i 
Who for our constancy are famous ? 
You *11 see a cloud in gentle weather 
Keep the same face an hour together ; 
While women, if it could be reckoned. 
Change every feature eyery second. 

Observe our figure in a morning. 
Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 
But can you guess from women's air 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enroir4 
What honours we possessed of old. 

To disappoint Ixion's rape 
Jove dress'd a cloud ^in Juno's shape ; 
Which when he had enjoy'd, he swore^ 
No goddess could have pleas'd him more ; 
No difFe'rence could he find between 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produced a race of Centaurs, 
Fam'd for a. thousand bold adventures ; 
From us descended ab origine^ 
By learned authors called nubigina ; 
But say, what earthly nymph do you know. 
So beautiful to pass for Juno ? 

Before iEneas durst aspire 
To court her majesty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to dress him. 
That Dido might the more caress him : 

4 A coat 
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A coat we gave him, died in grain^ 

A flaxen wig, and clouded canc^ 

(llic wig was powder d round with sleet, 
(•Which fell in clouds beneath liis feet) 

With which he made a tearing iliow; 
^AnJ Dido quickly smoked the beau* 
Among your females make inquiries, 

What nymph on earth so fair as Iris ? 

With heavenly beauty so endow'd ? 

And yet her father is a cloud. 

Wc dress'd her in a gold brocade. 

Befitting Juno^s favourite maid.^ 
•Tj5 known, that Socrates the wise 

AdorM us clouds as deities : 

To us he made his daily prayers. 

As Aristophanes declares; 

From Jupiter took all dominion. 

And died defending his opinion. 

By his authority 'tis plain 

You worship other gods in vain; 

And from your own experience know 

Wc govern all things there below. 

You follow where we please to guide ; 

O'er all your passions we preside. 

Can raise them up, or sink them down. 

As we think fit to smile or frown : 

And, just as we dispose your brain. 

Are witty, duU, rejoice, complain • 
Compare us then to female race 1 

We, to whom all the gods give place ! 

Who better challenge your allegiance. 

Because we dwell in higher regions. 

You find the gods in Homer, dwell 

In seas and streams, or low as Hell : 

Ev'n 
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Ev*n Jove, and Mercury his piaip. 

No higher climb than mount Olyrap, 

Who makes you think the clouds he pierces ? 

He pierce the clouds ! he kiss their a — es; 

While we, o'erTenerif^placM, 

Are loftier by a mile at least : 

And, when Apollo struts on Pindas, 

We sec him from our kitchen windows; 

Or, to Parnassus looking down. 

Can piss upon his laurel crown » 

Fate never fortB'd the gods to fly ; 
In vehicles they mount tlie sky: 
When Jove would some fair nymph inveigle^ 
He comes full gallop on his eagle* 
Though Venus be as light as air. 
She must have doves to draw her chair, 
Apollo stirs not out of door, 
Without his lacker'd coach and four. 
And jealous Juno, ever snarling. 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin» 
But we can fly wherever we plca^, 
OVr cities, rivers, hdls, and seas ; 
From east to west the world wc roami 
And in all climatci are at home ; 
With care provide you as wc go 
With sunshine, rain, and hail, or snow. 
You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Jove pisses ow you through a uevc : 
An idle tale, ^th no such marter i 
Wc only dip a spungc in water ; 
Then squeeze it close between our thumb*^ 
And shake it well, and down it comes i 
As you shall to your sorrow know | 
Wc *11 watch your steps where'er you go : 
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And^ since we find you walk afoot. 
We '11 soundly souse your frieze surtout. 

*Tis but by our peculiar grace^ 
That Phoebus ever shows his face : 
For, when we please > we open wide 
Our curtains blue from side to side ; 
And then how saucily he shoi^.i 
His brazen face and fiery nose ; 
And gives himself a haughty air» 
As if he made the weather fair! 
'Tis sung, wherever Caelia treads, 
The violets ope their purple heads ; 
The roses blow, the cowslip springs j 
Tis sung; but we know better things, 
'Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often piss upon a nettle ; 
But, though we own she makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better; 
While we, by soft prolifick showers, 
Can every spring produce you flowers- 

Your poets, Chloe's beauty heightening. 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning ; 
And yet I hope •twill be allowed. 
That lightning comes but from a cloud. 

But gods like us have too much sense 
At poets flights to take offence t 
Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compar*d to Venus. 

We own your verses are melodious ; 
But such comparisons are odious. 
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A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL: 

O R^ 

A NEW BALLAD, 

Written byaSnosBOY^ on an ATToaRST 
who was formerly a Shoebot. 

'' Qui color ater erat, nunc est contrarius atro.** 

VV ITH Singing of ballads, and cr)ang of news. 
With whitening of buckles, and blacking of shoe^. 
Did Hartley * set out, both shoeless and shirtless^ 
And moneyless too,, but not very dirtless; 
Two pence he had gotten by begging, that *s all j 
One bought him a brush, and one a black ball ; 
For clouts at a loss he could not be much. 
The clothes on his back as being but such ; 
Thus vamp*d and accoutred, with clouts, ball, and 

brush. 
He gallantly ventured his fortune to push : 
Vespasian thus, being bespatter'd with dirt. 
Was omen'd to be Rome's emperor for *t. 
But as a wise fiddler is noted you know. 
To have a good couple of strings to one bow ; 
So Hartley judiciously thought it too little. 
To live by the sweat of his hands and his spittle : 
He finds out another profession as fit. 
And straight he becomes a retailer of wit. 

* Sec the next poem. 

One 
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One day he cried — "Murders, and songs, -and great 

news 1" ^ ; \ V . . r . 

Another as loudly — " Here blacken your shoes !•• 
At Domvilc's * full often, fie &d upon bite, / 
For winding of jacks up, and turning of spits ; 
Lick'd all the plates round, had many a grubbing, * 
And now and then got from the cook-maid a drub* 

bing : 
Such bastings effect upon him could have none : 
The dog will be patient that's struck with a bone. 
Sir Thomas, observing this Hartley withal 
So expert and so active at brushes and ball. 
Was mov*d with compassion, and thought it a pity 
A youth should be lost, that had been so witty : 
Without more ado, he vamps up my spark. 
And now we *11 suppose him an eminent clerk ; 
Suppose him an adept in all the degrees 
Of scribbling cum dasba^ and hooking of fees ; 
Suppose him a miser, ; attorney per bill. 
Suppose him a courtier — suppose what you'will-*- 
Yet would you believe, though I swore, by the Bible, 
That he took up twx) news-boys for crying the libel ? 

* Sir T. Domvile, patentee oif the Hanapcr office. 
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A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 

FOR A CERTAIN JUSTICE OF PEACE7 

By Way of Defence of Haetlet Hutch insok^ Eiq^ 

*' Bdt be by bawling news ^bont, 

" And splly using brush Bud clcmt, 

•' A justice of tlic peace became j 

** Ta panbh rogues who do the same/* Hopyj 

By JAMES BLACKWELL, Operator for the Feet. 

1 SING the man of courage try'd. 
Overrun witli ignorance and pride, 
Who boldly hunted ocit disgrace 
With canker'd mind and hideous face ; 
The first who made (let none deny it). 
The libcU vending rogues be quiet* 

The fact was glorious, wc must own. 
For Hartley was before unknown, 
Contemn'd, I mean;— for who would choose 
So vile a subject for the Muse ? 

'Twas once the noblest of his widies 
To fill his paunch with scraps from dislies^ 
For which he M parch before tlic grate. 
Or wind the jack's slow-rising weight, 
(Such toils as best his talents fit) 
Or polish shoes, or turn the spit ; 
But, unexpectedly grown rich in 
'Squire Domvile's &mily and kitchen. 
He panrs to eternize his name. 
And takes the dirty road to fame ; 
Bel i^ res that persecuting wit 
WiU prove the sxurest way to it ; 
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S09 with a colonel * at his back^ 
The I^bel feels his first attack ; 
He calls it a seditious paper. 
Writ by another patriot Drapier ; 
Then ravps and blunders nonsense thicker 
Than aldermen overcharged with liquor; 
And all this with design, no doubt. 
To hear his pfaifltfs hawk'd about ; 
To send his name through every street. 
Which erst he roam'd with dirty feet j 
Well pleas'd to live to ftitare times. 
Though but in keen satirick rhymes. 

So Ajax, who, for aught we know. 
Was justice many years ago. 
And minding then no earthly things. 
But killing libellers of kings ; 
Or, if he wanted work to do, 
To run a bawling news-boy through ; 
Yet he, when wrapped up in a cloud. 
Entreated father Jove aloud. 
Only in light to show his face. 
Though it might tend to his disgrace. 

And 80 th' Ephesian villain firM 
The temple which the world admir*d. 
Contemning death, despising shame. 
To gain an ever-odious name. 

♦ Colonel Ker, a Scotchman, lieutenant-colonel ,to lord 
Harrington's regiment of dragoons, who made a ncwg-bo/ 
evidence against the printer. , 
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DR. SHJ&RIDAN'S BALLAD 

OK BALLTSPELLIir. 1728. 

y^LL you that would refine your Uood> 

As pure as £un*d Llewellyn^ 
By waters clear, come every year^ 

To drink at Ballyspellin. 

Though pox or itch your skins enrich 

With rubies past the tellings 
'Twill clear your skin before you've been 

A month at Ballyspellin. 

If lady^s cheek be green as leek 
When she comes from her dwelling. 

The kindling rose within it glows 
When she 's at Ballyspellin. 

The sooty brown, who comes from town> 

Grows here as fair as Helen ; 
Then back she goes, to kill the beaux 

By dint of Ballyspellin. 

Our ladies are as fresh and fur 
As Rose, or bright Dunkelling : 

And Mars might make a fair mistake^ 
Were he at Ballyspellin. 
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We men submit as they think fit. 

And heic is no rebelling : 
The reason *s plain ; the ladies: r^ign^ "^ 

TheyVe queens at Bally^Uin. 

By matchless charms^ nnconqner'd arms^ 

They have the way of quelling 
Such desperate foes as dare oppose . 

Their power at Sallyspellin. 

C6ld water turns to fire, and bums^ 

I know, because I fell in 
A stream, which came from one bright dame 
^ Who drank at Bailyspellin. 

Fine, beaux advance, equipt for dance. 

To bring their Anne or Nell in. 
With so much grace, I 'm sure no place 

Can vie with Ballyspellin. 

No politicks, no subtle tricks. 

No man his country selling : 
We eat, we drink ; we never think 

Of these 'at BaDyspelliri, ' 

The troubled mind, the puft with wind^ 

Do all come here pellmell in ; * 
And they are sure to work their cure 

By drinlcir^ Ballyspellin. : i 

*' • ■ » . ' '. 

Though dropsy fills you to the gills, ,^ 

From chin to toe though swelling. 

Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 

^/ A ctu^e at Ballyspellin* 

o 2 Death 
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Death throws no darts through all tbese pstcts^ 

No sextons here are knelling : 
Come, judge and try, you *U never die, . 

But live at Ballyspellin. 

Except you feel darts tipt with steel. 

Which bere are every belle in : 
When from their eyes sweet riiin flies. 

We die at Ballyspellin. 

* ■ 

Good cheer, sweet air, much joy, no carr. 

Your sight, your taste, your smelling^ 
'Your cars, your touch, transported much 
Each day at Ballyspellin. 

Within this ground we all sleep sound. 

No noisy dogs a-yelling ; 
Except you wake, for Caelia*s sake, 

All night at Ballyqpellin. 

There all you see, both lie and she. 

No lady keeps her cell in ; 
But all partake the mirth we make. 

Who drink at Bidlyspellin* 

My rhymes are gone ; I think I 've none. 

Unless I should bring Hell in ; 
But, since I 'm here to Heaven 10 near, 

1 can't at Ballyspellin { 
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L/ARE you dispute, you saucy brutc^ 

And think there *s no refelling 
Your scun'y lays, and senseless praise 

You give to Ballyspellin ? 

Howe*er you flounce, I here pBonouncCji 

Your medicine is repelling ; 
Your water *s mud, and sours the blood 

When drunk nf BaUyspcIlin, 

Those pocky drabs, ta cure their scabfi. 

You thither are compelling. 
Will back be sent worse than they went. 

From nasty Ballyspelliii* 

Llewellyfi why ? As well may I 

Name honest doctor Pellm | 
So hard sometimes you tug for rhymes, 

To bring in Ballyspellin. 

No subject fit to try your wit, 

When you went colonelling ; 
But dull intrigues 'twixt jades and teagueSp 

You met at Ballyspellin. 

Our lasses fair, say what you dare^ 

Who fowins make with shelling. 
At Market-hill more beaux can kill,^^ 

Than yours at Ballyspellin* 

Would I was whipt, when Sheelali stript. 

To wash herself our well in ; 
A bum so white nc*<r came in sight 

At paltry Ballyspellin. 

Q 3 Your 



Yojir mawkins there smocks hempen wcmi 
Of HoHancf ndt an cli in, * * 

No, not a rag,, whatever you bra^ 
Is found at Ballyspellin. 

But Tom will prate at any rate, 

All other nymphs expelling ; 
Because h^ gets a few grisettes 

At lousy Ballyspellin. 

There *8 bonny Jane, in yonder lane. 

Just o'er against the Bell inn •, 
Where can you meet a lass so sweety 

Round all your Ballyspellin ? 

We have a girl deserves an earl ; 

She came from Enniskellin : 
So fair, so young, no such among 

The belles of Ballyspellin. 

How would you stare, to see her there^ 

The foggy mists dispelling. 
That cloud the brows of every blowse 

Who lives at Ballyspellin ! 

Now, as I live, I would not give 

A stiver or a skellin. 
To towse and kiss the fairest miss 

That leaks at Ballyspellin. 

Whoe'er will raise such lies as these 

Deserves a good cudgelling : 
Who falsely boasts of belles and toasts 

At dirty Ballyspellin. 

My rhymes are gone to all but one, 
* Which is, our trees are felling ; 
As proper quite as those you write. 
To force in Ballyspc|lin. 

' HORACE, 
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HORACE, PART OP BOOK 1, SAT. tV, 
PARAPHRASED. 1733. 

If noisy Tom * should in tbe senate prate, 

** That he would answer both for church and state ; 

" And, farther to demonstmte his afiedtion, 

** Would take the kingdom into his protection :** 

All mortals must be curious to inquire. 

Who could this coxcomb be, and who his sire ? 

*^ What ! thou, the spawn of him -f- who shara'df 

" our isle, 
" Traitor, assassin, and informer vile ! 
•* Though by the female side | you proudly bririlg, 
** To mend your breed, the murdcrier of a king : 
** What was thy grandsire §, but a mountaineer, 
"Who held a cabin for ten groats a year ; 
** Whose master Moore || preserved him from the 

•* halter ! 
*^ For stealing cows ; nor could he read the Psalter! 
" Durst thou, ungrateful, from the senate chace 
^^ Thy founder's grandson^, and usurp bis plape ? 

" Just 

^ Sir Thomas Prendergast. 

f The father of sir Thomas Prendci^gast, who engpg^d in a 
plot to murder king William III; but, to avcnd being hanged, 
turned informer against his associates, for which he was re-, 
warded with a good estate, and made a baronet. 

X Cadogan*s family. 

§ A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Moore, condemned 
at Clonmell assizes to be hanged for stealing cows. 

II Tlie grandfather of Gm^ Moore^ csq.> who procured him 
a pardon. 

^ Guy Moore was faVtj elected member of parliameilt for 
Clonmell i but sir Tbo^aas, depending upon his interest with 

04 a certain 
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'^ Just Heaven ! to see the dunghill bastard brood 
**. Survive in thcc> and make the proverb good • I 
** Then vote a worthy citiz^en -J^ to jail, 
** In spite of justice^ and refuse his bail V* 



ON A PRINTER'S J BEING SENT TO NEWGATE. 

IjETTER wc all were in our graves. 
Than live in slavery to slaves ; 
Worse than the anarchy at sea. 
Where fishes on each other prey ; 
Where every trout can make as high rants 
O'er his infcriours, as our tyrants ; 
And swagger while the coast is clear : 
But» should a lordly pike appear^ 
Away you see the varlet scud. 
Or hide his coward snout in mud. 
Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach , 
He dare not venture to approach | 
Yet still has impudence to rise, 
And^ like Domitian, leap at flics. 



of 
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m certain party then prevaUi ng, and since known hy the titk of 
parfionhunlrr^, petitioned the home againabim j out of which 
ic was turned upon pretence of bribery, i)vhich the pfljlog 
hU lawful debts was tbe n voted to be. 

* " Save « thief from ihc gaJlowi, «nd lie will cut jaar 
*' throat/' 

f Mr. George Faulkner. Sec the following ven«.*— Mr, 
iCTJeatit Bettcswiiith, A member of ti>e Irish pjirliament, hir- 
ing miide a ro:tip!tiini to the house of tommoni agaimt tlia 
" Satire on QaadriHc,'* they voTrd Faulkner the prititer Into 
custody (who wa^ conficied closely in prison three day?, when 
he wat in a very bad sutc of heakh, and his life in naud 
danger) for not dUcovcring the authof . 
J Ml. Faulkner. 

THE 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENTS 

With a whirl of thought oppressed, 
I sunk from reverie to rest 
A horrid vision seized my head^ 
I saw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jove, arm'd with terrours, bursts the skies. 
And thunder roars, and lightning flies I 
Amazed, confus'd, its fate unknown, 
The world stands trembling at his throne ! 
While each pale sinner hung his head, 
Jove, nodding, shook the heavens, and said ; 
** Offending race of human kind, 
** By nature, reason, learning, blind; 
** You who, through frailty, stepped aside ; 
** And you who never fell from pride ; 
** You who in different sects were shamm'd, 
** And come to see each other damn'd : 
** (So some folk told you, but they knew 
*' No more of Jove*s designs than you) 
** — The world's mad business now is o'er, 
** And I resent these pranks no more. 
** — I to such blockheads set my wit ! 
** I damn such fools ! — Go, go, you 're bit " 

* This Poem wai printed (from the dean^s MS,) in a letter 
«^om lard Cbetterfidd addressed to Mr. Vo!iairc, dated Aug, 
1^ i7P- 
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VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN 
ON HIS BIRTHDAY, 
WITH PINE'S HORACE FINELY BOUNJ 
BY DR, J. SI CAN. 

—(Horace speaking,) 

X OU*VE read J sir. In pocuck strain. 
How Varus and the Mantuan swam 
Have on tny birthday been invited, 
(Bin I was forc'd in verse to write it} 
Upon a plain repast to dinc^ 
And taste my old Campanian wine ; 
But I| who all punctilios hate^ 
Tlioiigh long familiar with the great, 
Kor glory in tny reputation, 
Am come without an invitation ; 
And, though I *m md to right Falernian^ 
I '11 deign for once to taste lemian | 
But fearing that you might dispute 
(Had I put on my common suit) 
My breeding and my politessc, 
I visit in my birthday dress; 
My coat of purest Turkey red. 
With gold embroidery richly spread ; 
To which 1 've sure as good pretensions. 
As Irish lords who starve on pensions. 
What though proud ministers of state 
Did at your antichamber wait ; 
What though your Oxfords and your St. Johns, 
Ha\ e at your levee paid attendance ; 
And Pctcrborow and great Ormond, 
. ,^*irh many chiefs who now arc dormant, 

Havd 
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Have laid aside the general*s staff. 

And publick cares^ with you to laugh ; 

Yet I some friends as good can name^ 

Nor less the darling sons of fame ; 

fbr sure my FoUio and Ma^cmas 

Were as good statesmen, Mr. dean^ as 

Either your Bolingbroke or Harley, 

Though they made Lewis beg a parley ; 

And as for Mordaunt, your lov*d hero, 

1 11 match him with my Drusiis Nero. 

You '11 boast^ perhaps, your favourite Pbpe ; , 

But Virgil is as good, I hope. 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Helsham and Delaoy ; 

Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 

A Grecian isle Hippocrates ; 

Since Tully liv'd before my time. 

And Galen blessed another clime. 

You '11 plead perhaps, at my request. 
To be* admitted as a guest, 
^ Your hearing's bad !" — But why such fears? 
I speak to eyes, and not to ears ; 
And for that reason wisely took 
The form you see me in, a book. 
Attack'd by^low devouring moths. 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths ; 
By Bentley's notes, my deadliest foes. 
By Creech's rhymes, and Dunster's prose ; 
I found my boasted wit and fire 
In their rude hands almost expire : 
Yet, still they but in vain assdl'd ; 
For, had their violence prevaiPd, 
And in a blast destroy 'd my fame. 
They would have partly miss'd thtir aim ; 

Since 
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Since all my fipirit in thy page 

Defies the Vandals of this age. 

*Tis yours to save these small remainf 

From future pedant's muddy brains^ 

iind fix my long uncertain fate, 

Youbestknow how— "which wayf' — Translats^ 



ON PSYCHE*, 

At two afternoon for our Psyche inquire^ 
Her teakettle *s on, and her smock at the fire 9 
So loitering, so active ; so busy, so idle ; 
Which has she most need of, a spur or a bridle ? 
Thus a greyhound outruns the whcde pack in a race^ 
Yet would rather be hanged than he M leave a wanxx 

place. 
She gives you such plenty, it puts you in pain ; 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 
To please you, she knows how to choose a nice bit ; 
For her taste is almost as refin'd as her wit. 
To oblige a good friend, she will trace every market. 
It would do your heart good, to see how she will 

cark it. 
Yet beware of her arts ; for, it plainly appeare. 
She saves half her victuals, by feeding your ears. 

* Mrs. Sican, a rery ingenious lady, mother to the author 
of the preceding poem. 
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*rHE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 
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AMES BRYDGES • and the dean had long been 
friends ; 

James h bcduk^d ; of course their friendship ends : 
But sure the dean deserves a sharp rebuke^ 
For knowing James, to boast he knows the duke. 
Yet, since just Heaven the duke's ambicion mocks^ 
Since all he got by fraud is lost by stocks, 
His wings are clipped : he tries no more in vain 
With bandi of fiddlers to extend his train. 
Since he no more can build, and plant, and revd^ 
The duke and dean seem near upon a level* 
O ! wert thou not a duke^ my good duke Humphry^ 
FVom bailiff's claws thou scarce could'st keep thy 

bum free* 
A duke to know a dean ! go, -smooth thy crou^n : 
Thy brother ^ (far thy betters) wore a gown. 
Well, but a duke thou art ; so pleas'd the king : 
O ! would bis majesty but add a erring ! 
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DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY. 1734-5. 

JVIaKE Rundle bishop J fie for shame t 

An Artan to usurp the name ! 

A bishop in the isle of saints ! 

How will his brethren make complaints ! 

I jxm^s Brydf^es wa< created duke of Chandos, April jo, tjiij. 

Dare 



^f the mitred liost 
pare any "* .'^^'=," r.\^ Ghost : 
Confer on h^mJ^K J^^^ ^ ,„• ce. 
In mother c\vurch to ^^^^^^ 

^^*' '' hLr the weak pretence. 

For, Vet us heart ^^^^^jf^„,e; 

K,. brethren fi"^^^f^„, at most. 

Of whom there are ^^ Qhost: 

WlvoWnowther^^aH^^^ 

The test, who boast t y ^^^ ^^^^ ^^ . 

And. «ben they g.^^^^^^,i, own. 
They 6-vc what ne^^^^^^. 

Rundk a bi^W • ^^^n they. 

Hc^^tmaChrxs^^n^°;^,^^-,,,,„cU; 
•^ We knovr the ^"!^J^'^\^„,,, and morals. 

'tis gra"^^'^ ^'^ 'nee to Please us, ^ 

Though iooU may ^^^^ ^^ ^ ^ded. 

B-^^^^^'ttarsftomComt exploded. 

^ow twenty ^'^ . qo odd 

Yrom rogues v^out, 
ForV.bettyactia^P^^^,,ddevov^t. < 

Though not^°YtheT sent to save us 

Come but to p» ^^^^ ^.^,j,e, 
l^orcverowndap vne. 

ButM---;t:;Undcrmmc'c«r 
Say, ^^°*;7A«r jw ^i^"""" ' ^ 



ON DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF BERRY. SOJ 

From ancient canons would not vary, 
But thrice rcfus'd ephcQpari* 

Our bishop's predecessor, Magus^ 
Would offer all the sands of Tagus ; 
Or sell his children^ house, and lands. 
For that one gift, to lay on hands : 
But di his gold could not avail 
To have die spirit set to sale* 
Said surly Peter, ** Magus, prithcei 
** Be gone : thy money perish with thee,'* 
Were Peter now aliv e, perliaps. 
He might have found a score of chaps : 
Could he but make his gift appear 
In rents three thousand pounds a year* 

Some fancy this promotion odd. 
As not the handiwork of God ; 
Tliough e*en iIk bishops disappointed 
Must o^^'n it made by God's anointed. 
And, well we know, the ccngi regal 
Is more secure as well as legul ; 
Because our lawyers all agree. 
That bishopricks are held in fee* 

Dear Baldwin chaste, and witty Crosse, 
How sorely I lament your loss ! 
That such a pair of wealthy ninnies * 

Should slip your time of dropping guineas s 
For, had you made the king your debtor* 
Your title had been so much better* 
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EPIGRAM. 

Friend Rnnctle feU, with gricvotts bampf 

Upon his reverential rump. 

Poor ramp ! thou hadst been better sped, 

Hadst thou been joinM to Boiilter's head ; 

A head, so weighty and profound^ 

Would needs have kept thee from the gnmml. 
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LEGION CLUB* 1736. 

As I stroU the cit>^, oft' I 

See a building large and lofty. 

Not a bowshot from the college j 

Half the globe from sense and knowledge i 

By the prudent architect, 

Plac'd against the church direct,. 

Making good my grandam^s jest, 

^* Near the church'* — you know the rest 

Tell us, what the pile contains ? 
Many a head that holds no brains. 

♦ In a letter to Dr. Sheridan, April 24, I7s6> the dean Kjt, 
" I have written a masterly poem on the Legion Club 5 it is 
" 240 lines ;'* and in another letter. May 15, eomplains that 
other characters were added j and lays, June 5, there were 
fifty different copies. 

Thcic 
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These demoniacks let mc dub 
Witli tho name of Legion club. 
Such assemblies, you might swear. 
Meet when burchers bait a bear; 
Such a noise, and such haranguing, 
When a brother thief is hanging: 
Such a rout and such a rabble 
Run to hear Jackpudding gabble : 
Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far less villain's nose. 

Could I from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 
While the devil upon the roof 
(If the devil be thunder-proof) 
Should with poker fiery red 
Crack tlie stones, and melt the lead ; 
Drive them down on every scull. 
When the den of thieves ts full ; 
Quite destroy the harpies* nest; 
How might then our isle be blest ! 
For divines allow^ that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod ; 
And the Gospel will inform us. 
He can punish sins enormous. 

Yet should Swift endow the schools. 
For his lunaiicks and fools, 
With a rood or two of land ; 
I allow the pile may stand. 
You perhaps will ask nie. Why so ? 
But it is with this proviso : 
Since the house is like to last, 
Let the royal grant be passM, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Each within his proper cell, 
Vojs. VIIL P 
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With a passage left to creep in, 
And a hole above for peeping. 

Let them, when they once get in. 
Sell the nation for a pin ; 
While they sit apicking straws, 
Let them rave at making laws ; 
While they never hold their tongue. 
Let them dabble in their dung : 
Let them form a grand committee. 
How to plague and starve the city ; 
Let them stare, and storm, and frown 
When they see a clergy-gown ; 
Let them, ere they crack a louse. 
Call for th' orders of the house ; 
Let them, with their gosling quills. 
Scribble senseless heads of bills ; 
We may, while they strain their throats,. 
Wipe our a — s with their voles. 

Let sir Tom, that rampant ass. 
Stuff his guts with flax and grass ; 
But before the priest he fleeces. 
Tear the Bible all to pieces : 
At the parsons, Tom, halloo, boy, 
Worthy offspring of a shoeboy. 
Footman, traitor, vile seducer, 
Perjur'd rebel, brib'd accuser. 
Lay thy paltry privilege aside, 
Sprung from papists, and a regicide ; 
Fall a working like a mole, 
Raise the dirt about your hole. 

Come, assist me. Muse obedient.' 
Let us try some new expedient ; 
Shift the scene for half an hour, 
Time and place are in thy power, 

Thit 
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Thither, gentle Muse, conduct me ; 
I shall ask, and you instruct me. 

See, the Muse unbars the gate ; 
Hark, the monkeys, how they prate ! 

All ye gods who rule the soul 1 
Styx, through Hell whose waters roll ! 
Let me be allowed to tell 
What I heard in yonder Hell. 

Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crowded round with antick shapes. 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Causeless Joy, and true Despair ; 
Discord periwigged with snakes. 
See the dreadful strides she takes ! 

By this odious crew beset^ 
I began to rage and fret. 
And resolv'd to break their pates. 
Ere we enter'd at the gates ; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Whisper'd me, ^* Lay down your stick,*^ 
What, said I, is this the madhouse ? 
These, she answered, are but shadows. 
Phantoms bodiless and vain. 
Empty visions of the brain. 

In the porch Briareus stands. 
Shows a bribe in all his hands ; 
Briareus the secretary. 
But we mortals call him Carey. 
When the rogues their country fleece. 
They may hope for pence apiece. 

Clio, who had been so wise 
To put on a fool's disguise, 
To bespeak some approbation, 
An4 be thought a ne^r relation, 

p 2 When 
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When she saw three hundred brutes 
All invoh^'d in wild disputes. 
Roaring till their lungs were-spcnt. 
Privilege o^ Pahliament, 
Now a new misfortune feels, 
Dreading to be laid by th' heels. 
Never durst a Muse before 
Enter that infernal door s 
Clio, stifled with the smell, 
Into spleen and vapours fell, 
By the Stygian steams that flew 
From the dire infiedVious crew. 
Not the stench of Lake Avcrnus 
Could have more offended her nose ; 
Had she flown but o'er the top. 
She had felt her pinions drop. 
And by exhalations dire, 
Though a goddess, must expire. 
In a fright she crept away ; 
Bravely I resoIvM to stay. 

When I saw the keeper frown, 
Tipping him with half a crown, 
Now, said I, we are alone, 
Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that Iiell-featurM brawler ? 
Is it Satan ? No ; 'tis Waller. 
In what figure can a bard dress 
Jack the grandson of sir Hardress ? 
Honest keeper, drive him further. 
In his looks are Hell and murder^ 
See the scowling visage drop. 
Just as when he murdered T — p. 
Keeper* show me where to fix 
On the puppy pair of Dicks : 



THB LEGION CLUB. ilj 

By their lantern jaws and leathern, 
You might swear they both are brethren : 
Dick Fit^baker, Dick the player. 
Old acquaintance^ are you there ? 
Dear companions^ hug and kiss. 
Toast Old Glorious in your piss j 
Tie them, keeper, in a tether, 
Let them starve and stink together ; 
Both are apt to be unruly. 
Lash them daily, lash them duly i 
Though 'tis hopeless to reclaim them. 
Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 

Keeper, yon old dotard smoke. 
Sweetly snoring in his cloke ; 
Who is he ? 'Tis humdrum Wynne, 
Half encompass'd by his kin : 
There observe the tribe of Bingham, 
For he never fails to bring *em ; 
While he sleeps the whole debate. 
They submissive round him wait i 
Yet would gladly see the hunks. 
In his grave, and search his trunks. 
Sec, they gently twitch his coat. 
Just to yawn and give his vote, 
Always firm in his vocation, 
For the court, against the nation. 

Those are A — s Jack and Bob, 
First in every wicked job, 
Son and brother to a queer 
Brainsick brute, they call a peer. 
Wc must give them better quarter. 
For their ancestor trod mortar, 
And at Hoath, to boast his fame. 
On a chimney cut his name. 

F 3 There 
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There sit Qemcnts, D — ks, and Harrison 
How they swagger from their garrison ! 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this side Hell ? 
Harrison, and D — ks, and Qements, 
Keeper, see, they have their payments. 
Every mischief *s in their hearts 5 
If they fail, 'tis want of parts. 

Bless us, Morgan, art thou there, man I 
Bless mine eyes ! art thou the chairman I 
Chairman to yoiu* damn'd committee I 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful sight ! what, learned Morgan 
Metamorphosed to a Gorgon ? 
For thy horrid looks, I own. 
Half convert me to a stone. 
Hast thou been so long at school. 
Now to turn a factious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother. 
Every young divine thy brother. 
Thou, a disobedient varlet. 
Treat thy mother like a harlot 1 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers. 
Who are all grown reverend preachers ! 
Morgan, would it not surprise one 1 
Turn thy nourishment to poison } 
When you walk among your books. 
They reproach you with their looks ; 
Bind them fast, or from their shelves 
They will come and right themselves i 
Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 
All in arms, prepare to back us : 
Soon repent, or put to slaughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 
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Will you, in your faction's phrase. 
Send the clergy all to graze ; 
And, to make your project pass. 
Leave them not a blade of grass ? 

How I want thee, humorous Hogarth I 
Thou, I hear, a pleasant rogue art. 
Were but you and I acquainted. 
Every monster should be painted : 
You should try your graving tools 
On this odious groupe of fools ; 
Draw the beasts as I decribe them 
From their features, while I gibe them ; 
Draw them like ; for I assure you. 
You will need no car'catura j 
Draw them so, that we may trace 
All the soul in every face. 

Keeper, I must now retire. 
You have done what I desire : 
But I feel my spirits spent 
With the noise, the sight, the scent, 
" Pray be patient ; you shall find 
*^ Half the best are $till behind : 
** You have hardly seen a score ; 
'^ I can show two hundred more.'* 
Keeper, I have sieen enough. 
Taking then a pinch of snufF, 
I concluded, looking round them, 
" May their god, the devil, confound them !*' 
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AN APOLOGY, &c. 



x\ LADY, wise as well as fair. 

Whose conscience always was her care. 

Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 

Would have the text as well as comment : 

So hearing of a grave Divine, 

She sent to bid him come and dine* 

But, you must know, he was noc quite 

So grave as to be unpolite ; 

Thought human learning would not lessen 

The dignity of his profession : 

And, if you *d heard the man discourse. 

Or preach, you'd like him scarce the worse. 

He long had bid the court farewcU, 

Retreating silent to his cell ; 

Suspected for the love he bore 

To one who sway'd some time before ; 

Which made it more surprising how 

He should be sent for thither now. 

The message told, he gapes, and stares. 
And scarce believes his eyes or cars : 
Could not conceive what it should mcan^ 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the squire so trim and nice, 
'Twere rude to make him tell it twice ; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour ;j 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver brush'd, his shoes, and gouj 
Away he trudges into town ; 
Passes the lower castle yard. 
And now advancing to the guard, 
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He trembles at the thoughts of state ; 

For, conscious of his sheepish gait. 

His spirits of a sudden fail'd him ; 

He stopped, and could not tell what ail'd htm. 

What was the n^essage I received ? 
Why certainly the captain rav*d ? 
To dine with her ! and come at three ! 
Impossible ! it can 't he me. 
Or may be I mistook the word ; 
My lady— it must be my lord. 

My lord 's abroad ; my lady too s 
What must th' unhappy doctor do ? 
/* Is captain Cracherode here, pray ?•*— *^ No.** 
•^ Nay, then 'tis time for me to go." 
i^m I awake, or do I dream ? 
I 'm sure he call'd me by my name ; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could speak ; 
And yet there must be some mistake. 
Why, what a jest should I have been. 
Had now my lady been within ! 
What could I Ve said ? I 'm mighty glad 
She went abroad — she *d thought me mad* 
The hour of dining now is past : 
Well then, I '11 e'en go home and fast ; 
And, since I 'scap'd being made a scoff, 
I think I 'm very fairly off. 
My lady now returning home. 
Calls, " Cracherode, is the doctor comeP 
He had not heard of him — " Pray see, 
** 'Tis now a quarter after three." 
The captain walks about, and searches 
Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches ; 
Examines all the servants round, 
la vain— no doctor 's to be found.' 

My 
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' My lady could not choose but wonder : 
** Captain, I fear you *vc made some blander :, 
** But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 
** I '11 try his manners once again ; 
•* If rudeness be th' effect of knowledge^ 
** My son shall never see a college.*' 
The captain was a man of reading. 
And much good sense, as well as breeding ; 
Who, loath to blame, or to incense. 
Said little in his own defence. 
Next day another message brought : 
The doctor, frightened at his fault. 
Is dress'd, and stealing through the crowd. 
Now pale as death, then blush'd and bow'd. 
Panting — and faltering — hummed and ha'd, 
*' Her ladyship was gone abroad ; 
** The captain too — he did not know 
** Whether he ought to stay or go ;'* 
Begg'd she 'd forgive him. In conclusion. 
My lady, pitying his confusion, 
Call'd her good nature to relieve him ; 
Told him, she thought she might believe him ; 
And would not only grant his suit. 
But visit him, and eat some fruit ; 
Provided, at a proper time 
He told the real truth in rhyme : 
'Twas to no purpose to oppose. 
She 'd hear of no excuse in prose. 
The doctor stood not to debate. 
Glad to compound at any rate ; 
So, bowing, seemingly complied ; 
Though, if he durst, he had denied. 
But first, resolv'd to show his taste, 
Was too refin'd to give a feast : 

HcM 
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He M treat with nothing that was rare, 
rBut winding walks and purer air; 
'Would entertain without expense, 
Or pride or vain magnificence : 
For well he knew, to such a guest 
Tlie plainest meals must be the best* 
To stomachs clogg'd with costly fare 
Simplicity alone is rare ; 
While high, and nice, and curious meats 
Arc really but vulgar treats* 
Instead of spoils of Persian looms. 
The costly boasts of regal rooms. 
Thought it more courtly and discreet 
To scatter roses at lier feet ; 
^^oses of richest die, that shone 
With native lustre, like her own ; 
Beauty that needs no aid of art 
Through every sense to reach the heart. 
The gracious dame, though well Are knew 
All this was much beneath her due, 
Llk*d every thing — at least thought fit 
To praise it p^r maniere d^acquiL 
Yet she, though seeming pleased, can 't bear 
The scorching sun, or chilling air ; 
Disturbed alike at both extremes. 
Whether he shows or hides his beams : 
Though seeming pleas'd at all she sees. 
Starts at the ruffling of the trees ; 
And scarce can speak for want of breath. 
In half a walk fatigued to death. 
The doctor takes bis hint from hence^ 
T apologize his late offence : 
** Madam, the mighty power of use 
** Now strangely pleads in my excuse : 
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'* If yoa unus'd have scarcely strength 

** To gain this walk^s untoward length; 

** If^ frighten'd at a scene so rude, 

** Through long disuse of solitude ; 

** If, long conHn'd to fires and screens, 

** You dread the waving of these greens ; 

** If you, who long have breath'd the fuines 

** Of city fogs and crowded rooms, 

** Do now solicitously shun 

•* The cooler air and dazzling sun ; 

^* If his majestick eye you flee, 

*• Learn hence t* excuse and pity me* 

** Consider what it is to bear 

** The powder d courtier's witty sneer; 

*• To sec th* important man of dress 

** Scoffing my college awkwardness ; 

** To be the strutting cornet's sport, 

** To run the gauntlet of the court, 

** Winning my way by slow approaches, 

** Through crowds of coxcombs and of coaches, 

** From the first fierce cockaded sentry, 

** Quite through the tribe of waiting gendy ; 

** To pass so many crowded stages, 

** And stand the staring of your pages; 

** And, after all, to crown my spleen, 

** Be told—* You are not to be seem* 

** Or, if you are, be forc'd to bear 

** The awe of your majestick ain 

** And can I then be faulty found, 

**^ In dreading this vexatious round } 

•* Can it be strange, if 1 eschew 

•* A scene so glorious and so new ? * 

** Or is he criminal that flies 

** The living lustre of your eyes ?" 
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THE DEAN'S MANNER OF LIVING. 

On rainy days alone I dine 
Upon a chick and pint of wine« 
On rainy days I dine alone. 
And pick my chicken to the bone : , 
But this my servants much enrages. 
No scraps remain to save board wages* 
In weather fine I nothing spend. 
But often spunge upon a friend : 
Yet, where he 's not so rich as 1^ 
I pay my club, and so good b*ye* 



VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT WOMEN, &c- 

APPLES. 

C^OME buy my fine wares. 
Plumbs, apples, andpears^ 
A hundred a penny. 
In conscience too many : 
Come, will you have any ? 
My children are seven, 
I wish them in Heaven ; 
My husband a sot. 
With his pipe and his pot. 
Not a farthing will gain them. 
And I must maintain them* 

AIPA^ 
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ASPARAGUS. 

RIPE 'sparagrass. 
Fit for lad or lass, 
To make their water pass : 
O, 'tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken ! 



ONIONS. 

COME, follow me by the smell, 
Here are delicate onions to sell, 
I promise to use you well. 
They make the blood warmer ; 
You '11 feed like a farmer : 
For this is every cook*s opinion. 
No savoury dish without an onion ; 
But, lest your kissing should be spoil'd. 
Your onions must be thoroughly boil'd : 

Or else you may spare 

Your mistress a share, 
The secret will never be know^i j 

She cannot discover 

The breath of her lover. 
But think it as sweet as her own. 



} 



OYSTERS. 

CHARMING oysters I cry : 
My masters, come buy. 
So plump and so fresh, 
So sweet is their flesh, 



No 
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No Colchester oyster 
Is sweeter and moister : 
Your stomach they settle. 
And rouse up your mettle : 

They '11 make you a dad 

Of a lass or a lad ; 

And madam your wife 

They '11 please to the life ; 
Be she barren, be she old, 
Be she slut, or be she scold. 
Eat my oysters, and lie near her. 
She'll be fruitful, never fear her. 



HERRINGS. 

B£ not sparing. 
Leave off swearing. 
Buy my herring 
Fresh from Malahide *, 
Better never was try'd. 
Come, eat them with pure fresh butter and mustard. 
Their bellies are soft, and as white as a custard. 
Come, sixpence a dozen to get me some bread. 
Or, like my own herrings, I soon shall be dead. 



ORANGES. 

COME buy my fine oranges, sauce for your veal. 
And charming when squeez'd in a pot of brown ale ; 
Well roasted, with sugar and wiiie in a cup. 
They '11 make a sweet bishop when gentlefolks supt 

* NearDubliiu 

ON 
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ON ROVER. A LADY*S SPANIEt^ 

INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER*. 

Happiest of the spaniel race. 
Painter, with thy colours grace : 
Draw his forehead large and high. 
Draw his blue and hunntd eye ; 
Draw his neck so smooth and round, 
little neck with ribands bound i 
And the muscly swelling breast 
Where the Loves and Graces rest ; 
And the spreading even back. 
Soft, and sleek, and glossy black ; 
And the tail that gently twines, 
Like the tendrils of the vines ; 
And the silky twisted hair, 
Shadowing thick the velvet eari 
Velvet ears, which, hanging low. 
O'er the veiny tennples flow. 

With a proper light and shade. 
Let the winding hoop be laid ; 
And within that arching bower 
(Secret circle j mystick power) 
In a downy slumber place 
Happiest of the spaniel race ; 
While the soft respiring dame. 
Glowing with the softest flame. 
On the ravish'd favourite pours 
Balmy dews, ambrosial showers ! 

With thv utmost skill express 
Kattirc in ner richest dress, 

* In ridicule of Fhilipi's poem on miss Cartcpei. 



Limpid rivers smoothly flowing, 
Orchards by those rivers blowing ; 
Curling woodbine, myrtle shade. 
And the gay enamelFd mead ; 
Where the linnets sit and sing. 
Little sportlings of the spring ; 
Where the breathing field and grove 
Sooth the heart, and kindle love. 
Here for me, and for the Muse, 
Colours of resemblance choose. 
Make of lineaments divine, 
Daply female spaniels shine. 
Pretty fondlings of the ^r. 
Gentle damsels* gentle care; 
But to one alone impart 
All the flattery of thy art. 
Crowd each feature, crowd each grace^ 
Which complete the desperate face ; 
Let the spotted wanton dame 
Feel a new resistless flame ; 
Let the happiest of his race 
Win the fair to his embrace. 
But in shade the rest conceal, 
Nor to sight their joys reveal. 
Left the pencil and the Muse 
Loose desires and thoughts infuse. 



VoL.Vm. Q A LET- 



} 



( "6 ) 

A LETTER TO DR. HELSHAM. 

SIR, 

Pray discniciate what follows. 

1 HE dullefl: beaft, and gentleman's liquor^ 
When young is often due to the vicar. 

The dullest of beasts, and swine*s delight^ 
Make up a bird very swift of flight. 

The dullest beast when high in stature. 
And another of royal nature, 
For breeding is a usefiil creature. 

The dullest beast, and a party distress'd. 
When too long, is bad at best. 

The dullest beast, and the saddle it wears^ 
Is good for partridge, not for hares. 

The dullest beast and kind voice of a cat. 
Will make a horse go, though he be not fat. 

The dullest of beasts and of birds in the air. 
Is that by which all Irishmen swear. 

The dullest beast and fam'd college for Teague^ 
Is a person very unfit for intrigues. 

The dullest beast and a cobler's tool. 
With a boy that is only fit for school. 
In summer is very pleasant and cool. 

The dullest beast, and that which you kiss. 
May break a limb of master or miss. 

Of serpent kind, and what at distance kills. 
Poor mistress Dingley oft hath felt its bills. 

The 
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The dullest beast, and eggs unsound, 
Without it I rather would walk on the ground. 

The dullest beast and what covers a house, 
Without it a writer is not worth a louse. 

The dullest beast, and scandalous vermin. 
Of roaJt or boiFd, to the hungry is charming. 

The dullest beast, and what 's cOver'd with crust. 
There *s nobody but a fool that would trust. 

The dullest beast mending highways, 
Is to a horse an evil disease. 

The dullest beast and a hole in the ground. 
Will dress a dinner worth five pound. 

The dullest beast, and what doctors pretend. 
The cookmaid often has by the end. 

The dullest beast and firti for lent. 

May give you a blow you'll for ever repent. 

The duUcft beast, and a shameful jeer. 
Without it a lady should never appear. 

Wednefday night. 
I writ all these before I went to bed. Pray explain 
them for me, because I cannot do it. 



a a EPIGRAM. 
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EPIGRAM* 

JoEHOLD ! a proof of Irish sense ; 

Here Irish wit is seen ! 
When nothing *s left, that's worth defence. 

We build a magazine. 



TO DR. SWIFT, 

O^ HIS BIRTHDAY^. 

While I the godlike men of old. 
In admiration wrapt, behold ; 
ReverM antiquity explore. 
And turn the long-lived volumes o'er ; 
Where Cato, Plutarch, Flaccus, shine. 
In every excellence divine : 

♦ The dean, in his lunac}% had fomc intervals of sea^e ; at 
which time his guardians or physicians took bira out for the 
air. On one of these days, when they came to the P^k, Swifl 
remarked a new building, which he had never seen, and asked 
what it was designed for. To which Dr. Kingsbury answered. 
'' That, Mr. dean, is the magazine for arms and powder, for 
** the security of the city." " Oh ! oh !" says the dean, pull- 
ing out his pocketbook, " let me take an item of that. This 
'* is worth remarking : ' my tablets,' as Hamlet says, • my 
*' tablets — memory, put down that!" — Which produced the 
<above lines, faiJ to be the last he ever wrote. 

f Written by Mrs. Pilkington, at a time when she wished to 
be introduced to the dean. The verses being presented to him 
by ' Dr. Delany, he kindly accepted the compliment. See 
vol. I. p. 451. 

I grieve 
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I grieve that our degenerate days 
Produce no mighty soul like these : 
Patriot, philosopher, and bard, 
Are names unknown, and seldom heard. 

** Spare your reflection," Phoebus cries ; 
** 'Tis as ungrateful as unwise : 
** Can you complain, this sacred day, 
" That virtues or that arts )iecay ? 
** Behold in Swift revived appears 
** The virtues of unnumber'd years ; 
** Behold in him, with new delight, 
*' The patriot, bard, an^ sage, unite ; 
^' And know, leme in that name 
^* Shall rival Greece and Rome in fame." 



ON DR. SWIFT. 1733. 

JNO pedant Bentley proud, uncouth. 
Nor sweetening dedicator smooth. 
In one attempt has ever dar*d 
To sap, or storm, this mighty bard. 
Nor Envy does, nor Ignorance, 
Make on his works the least advance. 
For ibisj behold ! still flies afar 
Where'er his genius does appear ; 
Nor has thai ought to do above. 
So meddles not with Swift and Jotc* 
A faithful, universal fame 
In glory spreads abroad his name ; 
Pronounces Swift, with loudest breath. 
Immortal grown before his death. 

as AN 
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AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT NUGENT, Esq. •. 

WITH A PICTURE OF DR. SWIFT. 

BY DR. DUNKINf. 

To gratify thy long desire 

(So Love and Piety require), 

From Bindon*s J colours you may trace 

The patriot's venerable face, 

The last, O Nugent ! which his art 

Shall ever to the world impart ; 

For know, the prime of mortal men. 

That matchless monarch of the pen 

(Whose labours, like the genial sun, 

Shall through revolving ages run, 

Yet never, like the sun, decline. 

But in their full meridian shine). 

That ever-honour'd, envied sage. 

So long the wonder of his age. 

Who charm'd us with his golden strain. 

Is not the shadow of the dean : 

He only breathes Boeotian air — ^ 

'' O ! what a falling off was there !'* 

Hibernia's Helicon is dry. 
Invention, Wit, and Humour die ; 

♦ Created baron Nugent and viscount Clare, Dec. ao, 1^66. 

f This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it was written at that 
disni.il period of the dean's life, when all suspicion of flattery 
must vanish, reflects the highest honour on the ingenious writer, 
and cannot but be agreeable to the admirers of Dr. Swift. 

X Samuel Bindon, esq., one of the greatest painters and aiv 
chitccts of his time. On account of his age, and some UuIq 
iailure in his sight, he tlirew aside his pencil soon after the year 
^750; and afterward lived to a good old age, greatly beloved 

d respected by all who had the happiness either of his friend* 
or acquaintance. He died June 2, 1765. 

And 
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And what remains against the storm 
Of Malice, but an empty form ? 
The nodding ruins of a pile, 
That stood the bulwark of this isle ? 
In which the sisterhood was fix'd 
Of candid Honour, Truth unmix'd. 
Imperial Reason, Thoilght profound^ 
And Charity, diffusing round 
In cheerful rivulets the flow 
Of Fortune to the sons of woe ? 

Such one, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 
Endued with each exalted gift. 
But lo ! the pure aethereal flame 
Is darken'd by a misty steam : 
The balm exhausted breathes no smell. 
The rose is wither'd ere it fell. 
That godlike supplement of law. 
Which held the wicked world in awe. 
And could the tide of faction stem. 
Is but a shell without the gem 

Ye sons of genius, who would aim 
To build an everlasting fame, 
And, in the field of lettered arts. 
Display the trophies of your parts. 
To yonder mansion turn aside, 
And mortify your growing pride. 
Behold the brightest of the race. 
And Nature's honour, in disgrace : 
With humble resignation own. 
That all your talents are a loan ; 
By Providence advanced for use. 
Which you should study to produce. 
Reflect, the mental stock, alas! 
However current now it pass, 

a 4 May 
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And on tfie rains of his fame 
Erect an ignominioos name. 
So vermin fouU of vile extraction. 
The spawn of dirt and putrefiiction. 
The sounder members traverse o'er. 
But fix and fatten on a sore. 
Hence ! peace, ye wretches, who revile 
His wit, his humour, and his style ; 
Since all the monsters which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you ; 
And, if the colours be not fainter. 
Arraign yourselves, and not the painter* 

But, O ! that He, who gave him breatlip 
Dread arbiter of life and dearh ; 
That He, the moving sou! of al!, 
The sleeping spirit would recall. 
And crown him with triumphant meedsy 
For all his past heroick deeds. 
In mansions of unbroken rest. 
The bright rcpublick of the bless'd I 
Irradiate his benighted mind 
With living light of light refin*d ; 
And these the blank of thought employ 
With objects of immortal joy ! 

Yet, while he drags the sad remains 
Of life, slow-creeping through his vcins^ 
Above the views of private ends^ 
The tributary Muse attends. 
To prop his feeble steps, or shed 
The pious tear around his bed^ 

So pilgrims, with devout complaints, 
Erequent the graves of martyr'd saints^ 
Inscribe their worth in artless lines, 
Andj in their steady embrace their shrinet* 

EPI- 
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EPITAPH, PROPOSED FORDR.SWIFT. 1^5. 

HIC JACET 

DEM0CRITV9 ILLB NE0TERICV8, RABBLAB8ITS HfOSTtTl, 

lONATR AN SWIFT, f.T.P., lITITt CATHBDRALIS MUPBft DBGAMTSJ 

MOMI, MT.>>ARTli, MINEBVAB, A1.VMNV9 PBBOTAIff 9U.B0TV9| 

INSTLSIS, UYPOCRITIS^ TBSOMACHI8, ITXTA EX08V8| 

aVOS TRIBVTIM SVMMO CVM LBFORE • 

DERISIT^ DENVDAVIT, DEBELLAVIT. 

PATKIAE INFEfclClB PATHONVS IMPIOBR, BT PROPVoiTATOft, 

PRIMORES ARRIPVIT^ POPVLVMOVB lWTBRKITVa> 

VNI SCII.ICET ABaVV8 VltLTTTU 

HANC FAVILLAM 

81 OVIS ADE8, NEC PENITVS EXCORf VtDBTVB« 

DEBITA SPAROE8 LACRYMA. 



EPIGRAM ON TWO GREAT MEN. 1745. 

J WO geniuses one age and nation grac^: 
Pride of our isles, and boast of human race ! 
Great sage! great bard! supreme in knowledge bora f 
The world to mend, enlighten, and adorn I 
Truth on (Cimmerian darkness pours the day ! 
Wir drives in smiles the gloom of minds away I 
Ye kindred suns on high, ye glorious spheres. 
Whom have ye seen, in twice three thousand years^ 
Whom have ye seen, like these, of mortal birtK; 
Though Archimede and Horace blest the earth ? 
Barbarians, from th' Equator to the Poles, 
Hark ! reason calls ! wisdom awakes your souls ! 
Ye regions, ignorant of Walpole's name ; 
Ye climes, where kings shall ne'er extend their fiuHCj- 

WtMRW 
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Where men, miscaird, God's image have defac'd. 
Their form belied, and human shape disgrac d ! 
Ye two-legg'd wolves ! slaves ! superstitious sons! 
Lords! soldiers! holy Vandals! modern Huns! 
Boors, mufties, monks; in Russia, Turkey, Spain! 
Who does pot know Sir Isaac, and The Dean ? 



TO THE MEMORY OF DOCTOR SWIFT. 

When wasteful death has clos'd the poet's eyes. 

And low in earth his mortal essence lies ; 

When the bright flame, that once his breast inspired. 

Has to its first, its noblest seat retired ; 

All worthy minds, whom love of merit sways. 

Should shade from slander his respected bays ; 

And bid that fame, his useful labours won. 

Pure and untainted through all ages run. 

Envy *s a fiend all excellence pursues. 
But mostly poets favoured by the Muse : 
Who wins the laurel, sacred verse bestows. 
Makes all, who fail in like attempts, his foes : 
No puny wit of malice can complain. 
The thorn is theirs, who most applauses gain. 

Whatever gifts or graces Heaven designed 
To raise man's genius, or enrich his mind. 
Were Swift's to boast — alike his merits claim, 
The statesman's knowledge, and the poet's flame ; 
The patriot's honour, zealous to defend 
His country's rights — 2Lnd faithful to the end; 
The s(]luiid divine, whose charities display'd 
He more by vi^ut than by forms was sway'd ; 

: Temperate 
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Temperate at board, and frugal of his store. 
Which he but sparM, to make his bounries more! 
The generous friend, whose heart alike caress'd. 
The friend triamphant, or the friend distressed ; 
Who could unpain'd another's merit spj% 
Nor view a rivars fanie with jaundiced eye; 
Humane to all, his love was uncoiifin*dt 
And in its scope embracM all humankind; 
Sharp, not malicious, was his charming wit. 
And less to anger than reform he writ ; 
Whatever rancour his productions show'd,| 
Fiom scorn of vice and folly only flow'd ; 
He thought that fools were an invidious race. 
And held no measures with the vain or base. 

Virtue so clear! who labours to destroy. 
Shall find the charge can but himself annoy : 
The slanderous theft to Iiis own breast recoils^ 
Who seeks renown from injur'd merit's spoils ; 
All hearts unite, and Heaven with man conspires 
To guard those virtues, she herself admires* M 

O sacred bard ! — once ours! — but now no morep 
Whose loss, for ever^ Ireland must deplore^ 
No earthly laurels needs thy happy brow, 
Above the poet's are thy honours now : 
Above the patriot's (though a greater name 
No temporal monarch for liis crown can claim). 
From noble breasts if envy might ensue, 
Thy death is all the brave can envy you. 
You died, when merit (ro its fate resign'd) 
Saw scarce one friend to genius left behindi 
Wiien shining parts did jealous hatred breed, 
And *twas a crime in science to succecdp 
When ignorance spiread her hateful mist arounc 
And dunces only an acceptance found^ 
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What could such scenes in noble mmds beget," - 
But life with pain and talents with regret ? 
Add, that thy spirit from the world retired, 
Ere hidden foes its farther grief conspired ; 
No treacherous friend did stories yet contrive. 
To blast the Muse he flattered when alive. 
Or sordid printer (by his influence led) 
Abus'd the fame that first bestow'd him bread. - 
Slanders so mean, had he whose nicer ear 
Abhorr'd all scandal, but survived to hear. 
The fraudful tale had stronger scorn supply'd, 
And he (at length) with more disdain had died. 

But since detraction is the portion here 
Of all who virtuous durst, or great, appear. 
And the free soul no true existence gains. 
While earthy particles its flight restrains. 
The greatest fovour grimful Death can show. 
Is with swift dart to expedite the blow. 
So diought the dean, who, anxious for his fate, 
Sigh'd for release, and deem'd the blessing late« 
And sure if virtuous souls (life's travail past) ' 
Enjoy (as churchmen teach) repose at last. 
There 's cause to tliink, a mind so firmly good. 
Who vice so long, and lawless power, withstood. 
Has reached the limits of that peaceful shore. 
Where knaves molest, and tyrants awe, no more ; 
These blissful seats the pious but attain. 
Where incorrupt, immortal spirits reign. 
There his own Parnell strikes the living lyre. 
And Pope harmonious joins the tuneful choirj 
His Stella too (no more to forms confin'd, 
For heavenly beings all are of a kind) 
Unites with his the treasures of her mind. 

With 
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With warmer friendships bids their bosoms glo#^ 
Nor dreads the rage of vulgar tongues below. 
Such pleasing hope the tranquil breast enjoyd. 
Whose inward peace no conscious crime annoy^Ti 
While guilty minds irresolute appear. 
And doubt a state their vices needs must fear. 

R -t B it. 

DubUn, 
Nov. 4, 1755. 



AN INSCRIPTION 

INtENDHD FOK A COMPARTMENT IK DR. SWlPrT's 

MONUMENT, DESIGNED BY CUNNINGHAM, 

ON COLLEGE GREEN, DUBLIN. 

OAY, to the Drapier's vast unbounded fame. 
What added honours can the sculptor give ? 

None. — 'Tis a sanction from the Drapier's nanie 
Must bid the sculptor and his marble live. 
June 4, 1765. 



AN EPIGRAM. 

OCCASIONED BY THE ABOVE INSCRIPTION. 

Which gave the Drapier birth two realms 

contend ; 
And each asserts her poet, patriot, friend : 
Her mitre jealous Britain may deny ; 
That loss Icrnc*s laurel shall supply : 
Through life's low vale, she, grateful, gave him bread; 
Her vocal stones shall vindicate him dead. 

1766. W.B. J.N. 
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A COMPLBTB 

COLLECTION 

OP GENTBEL AND INGENIOUS 

CONVERSATION, 

ACCORDING TO THE MOST 

POLITE MODE AND METHOD 

MOW USED 

AT COURT, AND IN THE BEST COMPANIES 
OF ENGLAND. 

IN THREE DIALOGUES. 



BY SIMON WAGSTAFF, ESQ. 
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J\S my life has been chiefly spent in consulting 
ihc honour and welfare of my country for more thaa 
forty years past, not without answerable success, if 
he world and my friends hate not flattered me ; sa 
ere is no point wherein I have 90 much laboured^ 
is that of iniproving and polishing all parts of con- 
versation between persons of quality, whether they 
meet by accident or invitation ^ at meals, tea, or vi- 
$its, mornings, ndons, of evenings. 

I have passed perhaps more rime than any other 
tnan of my age and country in visits and assemblies^ 
I where the polite persons of both sexes distinguish 
themselves; and could not without much grief ob- 
ier\'c how frequently both gentlemen and ladies are 
at a loss for queations, answerf^^ replieSj and rejoin- 
ders. However, my concern was much abated, when 
I found that these defects were not occasioned by 
any want of materials, but because those materials 

♦ Tbis treatise appears to have been written with the same 
VjcWi as tbeTnttcal Eifay on the Facultiea of the Mind, but 
upm a more gcnemi plan ; the ridicule which is thi^re cotiined 
to literary composhioo, is iiere extended to conversation * bat 
Its objt^ U the same in boih j the repetition of fjuaint phrase* 
picked up by rote either from the living of the dead, and ap* 
plied upon every occasion to conceal ignorance or fitopidlty, or 
to prevent the lalxjur of thought?; to produce native sent Lme tit, 
ftod combine lucb words as will precisely express it. 

Vol.. VIII, R were 



143. 



INTRDDUCTIOK TO 






were not in every hand : fur instance^ one lady c 
give an answer better than ask a question ; one gcntl 
man is happy at a reply ; another excels in a rejoi 
der : one can revive a languisiiing con^ersatidn by a 
sudden surprising sentence; another Is more dextc 
rous in seconding ; a third can fill up the gap wit 
laughing, or commending what has been saici : th 
fresh hints may be started, and the ball of the dis 
course kept up. 

But alas ! this is too seldom the case, even in th^^ 
raost select companies, Huw often do we see i^^ 
court, at publick visiting days, at great men*s levees^ 
and other places of general meeting, that the con- 
versation ftills and drops to nothing, like a fire wit 
out supply of fliel ! This is what we all ought 
lament; and against tiiis dangerous evil I take u 
me to afErm, that I have in the following papei 
provided an infallible remedy. 

It was in the year 1695, and the sixth of his lai 
majesty king Wtlliam the Tfiird of ever glcri- 
and immortal memory, wlio rescued three kingd 
from popery and slavery, when, being about the a| 
of six and thirty, my judgment mature, of good fi 
putation in the world, and well acquainted with 
best families in town, I determined to spend five 
mornings, to dine four times, pass three afternooni 
and six evenings every week, in the houses of tl 
most polite families, of which I would confine mj 
self to fifty ; only changing as the masters or ladies 
died, or left the town, or grew out of vogue, or 
sunk in their fortunes, or (which to me was of the 
highest moment) became disaffected to tire govcrn- 
ment; which pra^icc I have followed ever since to 
this very day; except when I happened to be sic! 
or in the spleen upon cloudy weather^ and cxccj 

whca 
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tvlien I entertained four of each sex at my own lodg- 
ings once in a month, byway of retaliation. 

I always kept a large tablebook in my pocket ; 
and as soon as I left the company I immediately en-^ 
tered the choicest expressioiis that passed during the 
visit ; which, returniiig home, I transcribed in a fair 
hand, but somewhat enlarged * arid had made the 
greatest part of my colledlion in twelve years, but 
itot digested into any method ; for this I found was 
a work of infinite labour, and what required the 
nicest judgment, and consequently could not be 
brought to ^ny degree of perfedlidn in less than six- 
teen years more. 

Herein I resolved to eiceed the advice of tloracc, 
Jt Roman poet, which I have read in Mr. Creeches 
admirable translation ; that an author should keep 
his works nine years in his closet, before he ventured 
to publish them : and finding that I still received 
some additional flowers of wit and language, although 
in a very small number, I determined to defer the 
publication, to pursue my design, and exhaust (if 
possible) the whole subject, that I might present a 
complete system to the world : for I am convinced 
by long experience, that the criticks will be as severe 
as their old envy against me can make them : I fore- 
sc?e they will object, that I have inserted many an- 
swers ancf replies which are neither witty, humorous^ 
polite^ nor authentick ; and have omitted others that 
would have been highly useful, as well as entertain- 
ing. But let them come to particulars, and I will 
boldly cingage to confute their malice. 

For these last six or seven years I have not been 

able to add above nine valuable sentences to enrich 

my collection : from whence I conclude; that what 

X z '. remains 
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I can faulifully assure the reader, that there it 
not one single witty phrase in this whole collection, 
which has not received the stamp and approbation 
of at least one hundred ycarsj and liuw much longer 
it is hard to determine; he may therefore be secure 
to find them all genuine, sterling, and authentick. 

But, before this elaborate treatise can become of 
universal use and ornament to my native country, 
two points, fhat will require time and much appli* 
cation, are absolutely necessary. 

For, first, whatever person would aspire to be 
completely witty, smart, humourous, and poliiCg 
must, by hard labour, be able to retain in his me- 
mory every single sentence contained in this work, 
so m never to be once at a loss in applying the right 
answers, questions, repartees, and the like, imme-^ 
diately, and without study or hesitation. 

And, secondly, after a lady or gentleman has so 
well overcome this difficulty as never to be at a lo5$ 
upon any emcrgencyt the true management of every 
feature, and almost of every limb, is equally neces- 
sary; without which an infiiiite number of absur* 
ditles will ineviiably ensue. Far instance, there is 
liar(jly a polite sentence in tlie following dialogues, 
which does not absolutely require some peculiar 
graceful motion in t lie eyes, or nose, or mouth, or 
forehead, or chin, or :^uitablc toss of the head, with 
certain offices assigned to each hand ; and in ladies, 
the whole exercise of the fan, fitted to the energy of 
every word they dehver j l^y no mean^ omitting thci 
variops turns and cadence of ihe voice, the twist 
ings, and movements, and different postures of th 
body, the several kinds and gradations of laugbte 
which the ladies must daily practise by the lookin 
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glass^ and consult upon them with their waitifig 
maids. 

My readers will soon observe what a great compaw 
of real and usoful knowledge this science includes; 
wherein, although nature, assisted by genius, may 
be very instrumental, yet a strong memory and con- 
stant application, together with example and prc-» 
cept, will be highly necessary. For these reasons 
I have often wished, that certain male and female 
instructors, perfectly versed in this science, would 
set up schools for the instruction ofyoung ladies and 
gentlemen therein. 

I remember, about thirty years ago, there was,a 
Bohemian woman, of that species commonly know^ 
by the name of gypsies, who came over hither fropi 
France, and generally attended Isaac the dancing 
master, when he was teaching his art to misses^ of 
quality; and while the young ladies were thus cm- 
ployed, the Bohemian, standing at some distance, 
but full in their sight, acted before them all proper 
airs, and heavings of the head^ and motions of the 
hands, and twistings of the body; whereof you 
may still observe the good effects in several of our 
elder ladies. 

After the same manner, it were much to be de- 
sired, that,some expert gentlewomen gone to dec^ 
would set up publick schools, wherein young girls 
of quality, or great fortunes, might first be taught 
to repeat this following system of conversation, 
which I have been at so much pains to compile ; 
and then to adapt every feature of their, coun- 
tenances, every turn of their hands, every screwing 
of their bodies, every exercise of their fans, to the 
humour of the sentences they hear or deliver in con- 

& 4 versation. 
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tersation. But above all, to instruct them in tvetf 
species ^nd degree of laughing in the proper seasonsy 
at their pwn wit or that of th^ company. And if 
the soni of the nobility and gentry, instead of being 
sent to common schools, or put into thp hands c^ 
tutors at home, to learn nothing but words, ^ere 
consigned to able instructors, in the same art, { 
cannot find what use ther^ could \)e of books, ext 
cept in the hands of those who are to make learning 
iheir trade, which is below the dignity of persons 
bom to titles or estates. 

It would be another infinite advantage, that by 
cultivating this science we should wholly avoid the 
vexations apd impertinence of pedants, who affect 
to talk in a language not to be understood x and 
ivheneyer a polite person offers accidentally to nie 
any of ihetr jargon-t^mSi have the presumption to 
laugh at us for prorltfuncing those words in a genr 
teeler manner. Whereas, I do here afKrm, that, 
whenever any fine gentleman or lady condescends 
to let a hard word pass out of their mouths, every 
syllable is smoothed and polished in the passage ; 
and it is a true mark of politeness, both in writing 
and reading, to vary the orthography as well as the 
sound ; because we are infinitely better judges of 
what will please a distinguishing ear, than those who 
call themselves scholars can possibly bfc ; who, con- 
sequently, ogght to correct th^ir books, and man* 
ner of pronouncing, by the authority of our ex- 
ample, from whose lips they proceed with infinitely 
more beauty and significancy. 

But, in the mean time, until so great, so usefiily 
and so necessary a design can be put in cxecunoa 
(which, considering the good disposition of ooi. 

country 
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country at present, I shall not despair of living to 
•ce) let me recommend the following treatise to be 
tarried about as a pocket companion , by all gentle- 
men and kdicSj when they nre going to visit, of 
dine, or drink tea; or where they happen to pass 
the evening without cards, as I have sometimes 
known it to be the case upon disappointments or ac- 
cidents unforeseen; desiring they would read their 
several parts in their chairs or coaches, to prepare 
tliemselves for every kind of conversation that can 
possibly happen. 

Although I have, in justice to my conniry, al- 
lowed the genius of our people to excel that of any 
other nation upon earth, and have confirmed this 
truth by an argument not to be controlled, I mean, 
by producing so great a number of witty sentences 
in the ensuing dialogues, all of undoubted authority, 
as well as of our own production, yet T must confess 
at the same time, that we are wholly indebted for 
them to our ancestors ; for as long as my memory 
reaches, I do not recollect one new phrase of im- 
ponancc to have been added: which defect in us 
moderns I take to have been occasioned by the in- 
troduction of cant words in the reign of king 
Charles the second. And those have so often 
varied, that hardly one of them, of above a yearV 
standing, is now intelligible ; nor any where to be 
found, excepting a small number strewed here and 
there in tlie comedies, and other fantastick writings 
of that 3ge. 

The honourable colonel James Gr aham, tny old 
friend and companion, did likewise, toward the end 
pf the same reign, invent a set of words and pli rases, 
ffKich continued almost to the time of his death. 

But, 
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But, as these terms of art were adapted only 
courts and politicians, and extended little fartbe^ 
than among his particular acquaintance (of whom I 
Iiad the honour to be on^:) they are now 
forgotten. 

Nor did the late D, of R and E. of 

succeed much better, although they proceeded 
farther than single words; whereof^ except bitei 
bamboozle, and one or two more, the whole voca- 
bulary is antiquated* M 

The same hie has already attended those oth? 
towu-wits^ who furnish us witJi a great variety 
ntw terms, which are annually changed, and lb 
of the last season sunk in oblivion. Of these I 
once favoured with a complete list by the right 

nourablc the lord and lady H , with which I 

made a considerable figure one summer in the 
country ; but returning up to town in winter, and 
venniring to produce ihem again, I was p^rdj 
hooted, and partly not understocxl. 

The only invention of late years^ which hii 
way contributed toward politeness in discourse, 
that of abbreviating or reducing words of many s 
lables into one, by lopping off the rest, Tiiis 
fincment ha^ ing begun about the]timc of the Re 
Intion, I had some share in the honour of proniating 
it ; and I observe to my great satisfaction, that it 
maices daily advancements, and I hope in time wiU 
raise our language to tlie utmost perfection; alrhoqgh 
I must confess, to avoid obscurity, I Imvc bc^n 
very sparing of this ornament io the following dia 
loguesp 

But, as for phrases invented to cultivate coavcrs** 
tion, I defy all the clubs of coffeehouses in this 

tOWB 
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town to invent a new one, equal in wit, humouTt 
smartness, or politeness, to the very worst of my. 
set ; which clearly shows, either that we are, much, 
degenerated, or that the whole stock of materials 
has been already employed. I would .willingly hope^ 
as I do confidently believe, the latter; because^ 
having myself for several months racked my inven- 
tion to enrich this treasure (if possible) with sonie 
additions of my own (which however should have 
been printed in a different character, that I might 
pot be charged with imposing upon the publick) 
^md having shown them to some judicious friends, 
they dealt very sincerely with me, all imanimously 
agreeing that mine were infinitely below the true 
old lu;lps to discourse drawn up in my present col- 
lection, and confirmed their opinion with reasons, 
by which I was perfectly convinced, as well as 
ashamed of my great presumption. 

But I lately met a much stronger argument to con- 
firm me in the same sentiments ; for, as the great 
bishop Burnet of Salisbury informs us, in the prcr 
face to his admirable History of his own Times, tlxat 
he intended to employ himself in polishing it every 
day of his life (and indeed in its kind it is almost 
equally polished with this work of mine) so it has 
been my constant business for some years past to 
examine, with the utmost strictness, whether I could 
poflibly find the smallest lapse in style or propriety 
through my whole collection, that, in emulation 
with the bishop, I might send it abroad as the most 
finished piece of the age. 

It happened one day, as I was dining in good com- 
pany of both sexes, and watching according to my 
^ custom for new materials wherewith to fill my pocket- 
book. 
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book) I succeeded well enough till after dinner, 
when the ladies retired to their tea, and left us over 
a bottle of wine. But I found we were not able to 
furnish any more materials that were worth the psuns 
of transcribing : for, the discourse of the company 
was all degenerated into smart sayings of their own 
invention, and not of the true old standard ; so that 
in absolute despair I withdrew, and went to attend 
the ladies at their tea : whence I did then conclude, 
and still continue to believe, either that wine does 
not inspire politeness, or that our sex is not able to 
support it without the company of women, who 
never fail to lead us into the right way^ and there to 
keep us. 

It much increases the value of these apophthegm^ 
that unto them we owe the continuance of our hn- 
guage for at least a hundred years ; neither is thb to 
be wondered at, because indeed, beside the smtrtooi 
of the wit, and fineness of the raillery, snchistk 
propriety and energy of expression in them all, tfat 
they never can be changed, but to disadviatip 
except in the circumstance of using abbreviadotf: 
which however I do not despair in due timetDSK 
introduced, having already met them at some of tk 
choice companies in town. 

Although this work be calculated for all potf 
of quality and fortune of both sexes ; yet the into 
may perceive, that my particular view was to ik 
officers of the army, the gentlemen of thcifflJi' 
court, and of both the universities ; to all coartitf 
male and female ; but principally to the nwii' 
honour ; of whom I have been personally acqo** 
with two and twenty sets, all excelling in tbiiH^' 
endowment ; till, for some years past, I to* 
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they came to degenerate into selling of bar- 
gains and freethinking ; not that I am against either 
of these entertainments at proper seasons in compli- 

■ ance with company, who may want a taste for more 
exalted discourse, whose memories may be shorty 
who are too young to be perfect in their lessons, or 
(although it be hard to conceive) who have bo in- 
clination to read and learn my instructions. And 

B besides, there is a strong temptation for court ladies 
to falj into the two amusements ahovementioned, 
that they may avoid the censure of afiecting singula- 
rity against die general current and fashion of all 
about them : but however, no man will pretend to 
affirm that either bargains or blasphemy, which are 
the principal ornamcms of freethinkingj are so good 
a fund of polite discourse, as what is to be met with 
in my collection- For, as to bargains, few of them 

■ seem to be excellent in tlieir kind, and have not 
" much variety^ because they all terminate in one 

I single point; and to m iihi pi y tliem would require 
more invention than people have to spare. And as 
to blasphemy or freethinking, I hare known some 
scrupulous persons of both scxes^ who by a preju- 
diced education are afraid of sprights. I most how 
ever except the maids of honour, who have been 
fully convinced by a famous court chaplain, that 
there is no such place as Hell. 

I cannot indeed controvert the lawfulness of free- 
thinking, because it has been universally allowed 
that thought is free. But however^ although it may 
ifFord a large field of matter, yet in my poor opi- 
jt seems to contain very little of wit orliumour; 
ecause it has not been ancient enough among us to 
furnish established autheniick expressions, I mean 

sucJi 
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suck as must receive a sanction from the poKf 
world, before their authority can be allowetl ; nei 
ther was the art of blasphemy or frectliinking in- 
vented by the court, or by persons of great quality i 
who, properly speaking, were pc\trons rather thftri 
inventors of it ; but first brought in by the fanaticl 
faction toward the end of their power, and after the 
Restoration carried to W hitehall bv the converted 
rumpers, with very good reason ; because they 
knew, that king Charles the second, from a wrong 
education, occasioned by the troubles of his fetlicr, 
had time enough to observe, that fanatick enthu- 
siasm directly led to atheiam* which agreed with the 
dissolute inclinations of his youth; and perhaps 
these principles were farther cultivated in him by thc^ 
French Hugonots, wlio have been often cbar^d 
witli spreading them among us : however^ I cannot 
see where the necessity lirs of introducing new and 
foreign topicks for conversation, while we hav^^j 
plentiful a stock of our own growth. ^^^^ 

• I have likewise, for some reasons of equal weight, 
been very sparing in double cntendrn : because they 
often put ladies upon affected constraints, and affect- 
ed ignorance- In short, they break or verj- much 
entangle, the thread of discourse; neither am I 
master of any rules to settle the disconcerted coun- 
tenances of the females in such a juncture; I ciui 
therefore only allow innuendoes of this kmd to be 
delivered in whispers, and only to young ladid | 
under twenty, who being in honour obliged to 
blush, it may produce a new subject for discours^^ 
Perhaps the criticks may accuse me of a defect oH 
my following system of Polite Con versa! ion ; chat 
there is one great ornament of discourse, wl 
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hiave not produced a single example ; which indeed 
I purposely, omitted, for some reasons that I shall 
immediately offer ; and, if those reasons will not sa- 
tisfy the male part of my gentle readers, the defect 
may be applied in some manner by an appendix to 
the second edition ; which appendix shall be printed 
by itself, and sold for sixpence, stitched, and with a 
marble cover, that my readers may have no occasion 
to complain of being defrauded. 

The defect I mean is, my not having inserted into 
the body of my book, all the oaths now most in 
fashion for embellishing discourse ; especially since 
it could give no offence to the clergy, \;idio arc 
seldom or never admitted to these polite assemblies. 
And it must be allowed, that oaths well chosen are 
not only very useful expletives to matter, but great 
ornaments of style. 

What I shall here offer in my own defence upon 
this important article will, I hope, be some extenu- 
ation of my fault. 

First, I reasoned with myself, that a just col- 
lection of oatlis, repeated as often as the fashion 
requires, must have enlarged this volume at least to 
double the bulk. ; whereby it would not only double 
the charge, but likewise make the volume less com- 
modious for pocket carriage. 

Secondly^ I have been assured by some judicioui 
friends, that themselves have known certain ladies 
to take offence (whether seriously or not) at too 
great a profusion of cursing and swearing, even when 
that kind of ornament was not improperly intro- 
duced; which, I confess, did startle tne not a 
lit^e, having never observed the like in the com- 
pass of my own several acquaintance, at least for 

twenty 
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twenty years past. However, I was forced to sutM 
mit to wiser judgments than my own. 

Tbirdly, as this most useful treatise is calculated 
for all future times, I considered, in this maturto^fl 
of nay age, how great a variety of oaths I have hear^^ 
si^ce I began to study tlie world, and to know men 
and maimers. And here I found it to be true, what 
I have read in an ancient poet : 



For nowada\'a men change their o;it1is» 
Am oTteo as ih^y ch;iiige their clothes^ 
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In short, oath? arc the children of fashion ; they 
are in some sense almost annuals, like what I ob* 
served before of cant words ; and I myself can re* 
member about forty different sets. The old stock 
oaths, I am confident, do not amount to above 
forty-five, or fiftj^ at most; but the way of mingling 
and compounding them is almost as various as tliaC 
of the alphabet* 

Sir John Per ROT was the first man of qtmliryt 
whom I find upon record to have sworn by G^J*i 
woundi* He lived in the reign of queen Elizabeth^ 
and was supposed to be a natural son of Henry the 
Eighth, who might also probably have been hit 
instructor. This oath indeed still continues, and is 
a stock oath to this day j so do sevcraJ others that 
have kept their natural simplicity: but inliciheijr 
the greater number has been so freqtiently changed 
and dislocated, that if the inventors were now alive, 
tliey could hardly understand them. 

Upon these considerations I began to apprehend, 
that if I should insert all the oaths tliat are now cur- 
rcnt, my book would be out of vogue with the firsts 
change of fashion, and grow as useless as an ol 

dictionary ? 
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dictionary : whereas the case is quite otherwise with 
my collection of polite discourse; which, as I before 
observed, has descended by tradition for at least a 
hundred years, without any change in the phraseo- 
logy. I therefore determined with myself to leave 
out the whole system of swearing ; because both the 
male and female oaths are all perfectly well known 
and distinguished ; new ones are easily learnt, and 
with a moderate share of discretion may be properly 
applied on every fit occasion. However, I must 
here upon this article of swearing most earnestly re* 
commend to my male readers, that they would 
please a little to study variety. For it is the opinion 
of our most refined swearers, that the same oath or 
curse cannot, consistently with true politeness, be 
repeated above nine times in the same company, by 
the same person, and at one sitting. . 

I am far from desiring, or expecting, that all the 
polite and ingenious speeches contained in this work 
should, in the general conversation between ladies 
and gentlemen, come in so quick and so close as I 
have here delivered them. By no means: on the 
contrary, they ought to be husbanded better, and ' 
fjiread much thinner. Nor do I tnake the least' 
J question, but that, by a discreet and thrifty 
J management, they may serve for the entertainment 1 
^ €jf a whole year to any person, who does not make 
, too long or too frequent visits in the same family. 
Tlie flowers of wit, fancy, wisdom, humour,' and 
politeness, scattered in this volume, amount to one ' 
thousand seventy and fourJ Allowihg then to. every 
^jjgintleman and lady thirty visiting families (not 
^"inMsting upon fractions) there will want but a little 
*>f^ a hundred polite questions, answers, repUes^ ' 
■* Vox.. VIII. S rejoinders. 
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rejoindets, repartees, arid remarks, to be daily de- 
li veered fresh in every company for twelve solaf 
months ; and even this is a higher pitch of ddicacy 
than the world insists on, or has reason to expect 
But I am altogether for exalting this science to its 
utmost perfection. 

It may be objected, that the publication of my 
book^ may, in a long course of time, prostitute this 
noble art to mean and vulgar people ; but I answer, 
that It is not so easy an acquirement as a few ignor^mt 
pretenders may imagine, A footman can swcatt but 
he cannot swear like a lord. He can swear as often; 
bat can he swear with equal delicacy, propriety! and 
judgment ? No, certainly, unless he be a lad of 
super iour parts, of good memory, a diligent ob- 
server, one w ho has a skilful ear, some knowlcclgt 
in mmick, and an exact taste; which hardly fsil to 
tlie share of one in a thousand among that fraternity, 
in as high favour as they now stand with their kdiei. 
Neither has one foutman in six so fine a genius as to 
relish and apply those exalted sentences comprised 
in tliis volume, which I offer to the world. It ii 
true, I cannot see that the same ill coniecjueocei 
would follow from the waitlrtg woman, who* jf ihc 
had been bred tti read romances, may have wmc 
small subaltern or secondliand politeness; and if sbe 
constantly attends the tea, and be a good Usiefiert 
may in some years make a tolerable figurc» whicli 
will serve perhaps to draw in the young ch^plairii or 
the old steward. But, alas ! after all, how can sk 
acquire those hundred graces, and motions, and tirsi 
the whole military management of the fan» the con- 
tortions of every muscular motion m the £Ke, tke 
risings and faJlingSi the quickness and slowness rf 
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lilt ToiceJ with the scTCral turns and cadences; the 
proper junctures of smiling and frownijig, how often 

Ijmd how loud to laugh, when to gibe and when to 
podt, whh all the other branches of doctrine and 
SiscipHne above recited ? ^ 

I am therefore not under the least apprehension," 
that this art will ever be in daiiger of falling into 
common hands, which requires so much rime, 
ftudy, practice, and genius, before it arrives at 
pcrfcction; and therefore I must repeat my pro- 
posal for erecting publick schools, provided with the 
best and ablest masters and mistresses, at the charge 
„ of the nation. 

^m I have drawn this work into the form of a dia* 
^Bogue, after the pattern of other famous writers in 
^^isTorjr, law, politicks, and most other arts and 
sciences; and I hope it will have the same success: 
for, who can contest it to be of greater conse- 
quence to the happiness of these kingdoms than 
all liuman knowledge put together ? Dialogue is 
hdd the best method of inculcating any part of 
knowledge ; and I am confident, that publick 
schools will soon be founded for teaching wit and 
politeness, after my scheme, to young people of 

iitslity and fortune, I have determined next ses- 
ons to deliver a petition to the house of lords, 
)r an act of parliament to establish my book as 
le standard grammar in all the principal cities of 
i€ kingdom, where this art is to be taught by able 
masters, who are to be approved and recommended 
by me ; which is no more than Lilly obtained only 
for teaching words in a language wholly useless. 
Neither shall I be so far wanting to myself, as not 
10 desire a patent, granted of course to all useful 
~ $2 projectors I 
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projectors j I mean, that I may have the sole ^dt 
of giving a licence to every school to read my 
grammar for fourteen years. 

The reader cannot but observe what pains I have 
been at in polishing the style of my book to the 
greatest exactness : nor Have I been less diligent ia 
refilling the orthography , by spelling .the words in 
• the very same ftianner as they are pronounced by 
the chief patterns of politeness at court, at levees, 
at assemblies, at playhouses, at the prime visiting- 
places, by young templars, and by gentlemen c(Mn- 
moners of both universities, who have lived at least 
a twelvemonth in town, and kept the best com- 
pany. Of these spellings the publick will meet 
with many examples in the following book. For 
instance, cant^ hatity shanty didn*ty coudn'tp woudtCt^ 
isntj etity with many more ; beside several words 
which scholars pretend are derived from Greek and 
Latin, but now pared into a polite sound by ladieSf 
officers of the army, courtiers, and templars, such 
as jommetry for geometry ^ vardi for verdict ^ lard far 
lord, learnen for har72ing ; togetlier with some abbre- 
viations exquisitely refined ; as pozz for posiLve ; 
tno!;b for fnobik \ phizz for physiognomy ; rep for rcpu-- 
taticn ; plenipo for fleriipotentiury ; incog, for incogniU; 
I'ypps^ or hippo, for hypochcniiri.ics ; bam for bam-- , 
boozle; and bamboozle for God knoivs luhat ; whereby "^ 
much time is saved, and the high road to conver — . 
sation cut short by many a mile. 

I have, as it will be apparent, laboured verj^ 
much, and, I hope, with felicity enough, to makkt^ 
every character in the dialogue agreeable with itsclT- 
to a degree, that whenever any judicious pcrso*^: 
shall read my book aloud for tlic cntertaipment ambs 
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instruction of a select company, he need not so 
much as name the particular speakers ; because all 
the persons throughout the several subjects of con- 
versation, strictly observe a difFerent manner pecu- 
liar to their characters, which are of difFerent kinds; 
but this I leave entirely to the prudeut and impar- 
tial reader's discernment. 

Perhaps the very oiaiiner of introducing tile se- 
veral points of wit and humour, may not be less 
entertaining and instructing than the matter itself. 
In the latter I can pretend to little merit; because 
it entirely depends upon memory, and the happi- 
liicss of having kept polite company : but the art 
of contriving that those speeches should be intro- 
duced naturally, as the most proper sentiments to 
be cktivered upon so great a variety of subjects,^ 
take to be a talent somewhat uncommon, and 
labour that few people could hope to succeed 
fn, unless they liad a genius particularly turned 
that way, added to a sincere disinterested love of 
the pubhck. 

Although every curious q^uestionj smart answer, 
witty reply, be little known to many people, 
there is not one single sentence in the whole 
^collection, for which I cannot bring most authen- 
tic vouchers, whenever I shall be called ; and even 
some expression, which to a few nice ears may 
-fiiaps appear somewhat gross, I can produce the 
stamp of authority from courxs, ch dc olate-houses^ 
ihcatres, assemblies, drawing-rooms, levees, card- 
leeiings, baits, and masquerades, from persons of 
>th sexes, and of the highest titles next to royah 
However^ to say the truth, I have been very spar- 
fing in my quotarions of such sentiments that seem 
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in contriving singular and liumorom disguises ; an< 
their thoughts entirely employed in bringing in- 
trigues and assignations of gallantry to a happy con- 
clusion. 

The judicious reader will readily disco%*cr, that 
make miss Notable my heroine, and Mn Thoma 
Neverout my hero, I have laboured both thei^ 
characters with my utmost ability. It is into their 
mouths that I have put the liveliest questions, an^^ 
swers, repartees, and rejoinders; because my dcsigi 
was, to propose tfiem both as patternSt for all yoi 
bachelors, and single ladies, to copy after. B| 
ivhich I hope very soon to see polite conversaiiotj 
flourish between both sexes, in a more consummat 
degree of perfection, than these kingdoms have yi 
ever known* 

I have drawn some lines of sir John Lingcr^s" 
character, the Derbyshire knight, on purpose to 
place it in countervicw or contrast with Uiat of the 
other company ; wherein I can assure the reader, 
that I intended not the least reflection upon Derby; 
shire, the place of my nativity. But my intentic 
was only to show the misfortune of those person 
who have the disadvantage to be bred out of tt 
circle of politeness, whereof I take the present limit 
to extend no farther than London, and ten 
round ; although others are pleased to confine 
within the bills of mortality. If you compare thd 
discourses of my gentlemen and hidics, with the 
ofsir Johuj you will hardly conceive him to- 
been bred in the same climate, or under the 
laws, language, religion* or government i and ac 
cordingly I have introduced him spcakiog in hi 
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own Hide dialectj for no other reason than to teach 
my scholars how to avoid it. 

The curious reader will observe, that when con* 
versation appears in danger to flag, which in some 
places I have artfully contrived, I took care to in* 
vent some sudden question, or rum of wit^ to revive 
it; such as these that follow: ** What ? I think 
** here^s a silent meeting ! Come, madam, a penny 
** for your thought ;" with several others of the like 
sort* 1 have rejected all provincial or country turns 
of wit and fancy, because I am acquainted ^vith very 
few ; but indeed cliiefly, because I found them so 
^much inferiour to tliose at courts especially among 
the gentlemen ushers, the ladies of the bedchamber, 
and the maids of honour ; I must also add the 
hither end of our noble metropolis. 

When this happy art of polite con\*ersing shall be 
thoroughly improved, good company will be no 
longer pestered with dull, dr}% tedious storytellers^ 
nor brangling dispuiers : for a right scholar of either 
sex in our science, will perpetually interrupt them 
with some ludden surprising piece of wit, that shall 
engage all the company iu a loud laugh ; and if, 
after a pause, the grave companion resumes his 
thread in the following manner: ** Well, but to 
" go on witli my story,** new interruptions come 
from the left and the right, till he is forced to 
give over. 

I have likewise made some few essays toward the 
celling of bargains, as well for instructing those who 
delight in that accomplishment, as in compliance 
with my female friends at court. However, I have 
transgressed a little in this point, by doing it in a 
majiner somewhat more reserved than it is now prac- 
tised 
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fised at St* James's. At the same timc^ I can Iiardly 
allow this accomplishment to pass properly for 
blanch of that perfect polite CDnrersadon, wfaich^ 
makes the constituent subject of my trettise ; and 
for this I have already given my reasons, 1 have 
likewise^ for farther caution, left a blank in the 
critical point of each bargain^ which the sagacE 
reader may fill up in hh own mind. 

As to myself, I am proud to own, that except 
some smattering in the French, I am what the pc*^ 
dants and scholars call a man wholly illiterate, ti 
is to say, unlearned. But as to my own language^ 
I shall not readily yield to many persons. I have 
read most of the plays, and all the miscellany poemi 
that have been published for twenty years past, 
have read Mr. Thomas Brown's works entire, and 
bad the honour to be his intimate frietidi who 
universally allowed to be the greatest genius of 
\n agCi 

Upon what foot I stand with the present chic 
neigning wits, their verses recomnicndatory, whici 
riiey have commanded mc to prefix before my book^ ' 
irill be more than a thousand whnesses; I am^ ami J 
have been, likewise parricukirly acquainted with( 
Mr. Charles Gildon, Mr. Ward, Mr. Demits, that 
admirable criiick and poet, and several others. Eacll 
of these eminent persons (I mean those who ans still j 
alive) have done me the honour lo read this produce- 
tion five times over, with the strictest eye of fricud- 
ly severity, and proposed some, although very fcir 
amendments, whicli I gratefully accepted, and da, 
here public kty return my acknowledgment fof 
iingukf a favour. 

AtA 
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And I cannot conceal without ingratitude, the 
great assistance I have received from those two illus- 
trious writers, Mr. Ozell, and captain Slevens. These,. 
pand some others of distinguished eminence, in whose 
company I have passed so many agreeable hours, as 
they have been the great refiners of our language, so 
it has been my chief ambition to imitate them. Let 
the Popes > the Gays, the Arbuthnots, the Youngs, 
*nd the rest of that snarling brood, burst with envy 
at the praises we receive from the court and king- 
dom. 

But to return from this digression* 

■ The reader will find, that the following collectioa 
of polite expressions will easily incorporate with all 
subjects of genteel and fashionable life. Those wliicli 
are proper for morning tca^ will be equally useful at 

■ the same entertainment in the afternoon, even in the 
s^rae company, only by shifting the several ques- 

■ tioos, answers, and replies, into different hands; and 
such as are adapted to meals will indifferently serve 
for dinners or suppers, only distinguishing betweea 
daylight and candlelight. By this method no diti* 
gent person of a tolerable memory can ever be at a 
^loss, 

H It has been my constant opinion, that every maii^ 
^nvbo is intrusted by nature with any useful talent of 
^the mind, is bound by all the ties of honour, and tliat 
justice which we all owe our country, to propose to 
[himself some one illustrious action to be performed 
I in his life, for the publick emolument : and I freely 
jconfess that so grand, so important an enterprise as I 
Ihave undertaken, and executed to the best of my 
3Wer, well deserved a much abler hand, as well as 
liberal encouragement from the crown* However, 

I am 
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I am bound so far to acquit myself, as to' decree, 
that I have often and most earnestly intreated scvertl 
of my jEibovenamed friends, universally allowed to be 
of the first rank in wit and politeness, that they would 
undertake a work so honourable to themselves, and 
so beneficial to the kingdom ; but so great was their 
modesty, that they aM thought fit to excuse them- 
selves, and impose the task on me ; yet in so oblig- 
ing a manner, ai>d attended with such compliments 
on my poor qualifications, that I dare not repeats 
And at last tlieir entreaties, or rather their com-* 
mands, added to that inviolable love I bear to the 
land of my nativity, prevailed upon me to engage in 
so bold an attempt. 

I may venture to affirm, without the least viola- 
tion of modesty, that tiiere is no man now alive, who 
has by many degrees so just pretensions as myself td 
the highest encouragement from the crown, the par- 
liament, and the ministry, toward bringing thii 
work to due perfection. I have been assured, that 
several great heroes of antiquity were worshipped as 
gods, upon the merit of having civilized a fierce and 
barbarous people. It is manifest I could have no 
otiier intentions ; and I dare appeal to my very ene- 
mies, if such a treatise as mine had been published 
some years ago, and with as much success as Tani 
confident this will meet, I mean, by turning the 
thoughts of the whole nobility and gentry to the 
study and practice of polite conversation ; whether - 
such mean stupid writers as the Craftsman, and his ^ 
abettors, could have been able to corrupt the prin- — 
ciplcs of so many hundred thousand subjects, as, to -^ 
the shame and grief of every whiggish, loyal, and—: i 

tru^ ^ 



'K'uc protcstant heart, it is. too maiufest th^y have 
done. For I desire the honest judicious reader to 
make one remark, that, after having exhausted the 
whole in sickly pay-day * (if I may so call it) of po- 
liteness and refinement, and faithfully digested ii; 
into the following dialogues, there cannot be found 
t)ne expression relating to politicks ; that the minis- 
try is never mentioned, nor tlie word king above 
twice or thrice, and then only to the honour of hia 
majesty ; so very cautious were our wiser ancestors 
in forming rules for conversation, as never to give 
ofFence to crowned heads, nor interfere with party- 
disputes in the state. And, indeed, although there 
seems to be a clbse resemblance between the two 
words politeness and politicks, yet no ideas are more 
inconsistent in their natures. However, to avoid all 
appearance of disaffection, I have taken care to en- 
force loyalty by an invincible argument, drawn from 
the very fountain of this noble science, in the fol-- 
lowing short terms, that ought to be writ in gold, 
** Must is for the king ;" which uncontrollable 
maxim I took particular care of introducing in the 
first page of my book, thereby to instil early the best 
protestant loyal notions into the minds of my readers^ 
Neither is it merely my own private opinion, that 
politeness is the firmest foundation upon which loyal- 
ty can be supported : for thus happily sings the di- 
vine Mr. Tibbalds, or Theobalds, in one of hi$ 
birthday poems : 

I am m scollard, but I am polite : 
Therefore be sure I 'm no jacobite, 

♦ This word h fpclt by Latinists Encyclopcedia ; but the judii 
cious author v>isdy prefers tlie polite reading before the pedan* 
tick. 

Hear 
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Hear likewise to the same purpose that groiit mas* 
tcr of the whole poctick choir, our most illustrioii^ 
laurcat Mr. CoUey Cibbcr : 

Who in his talk can't speak a polite things 
Win never loyal be to George our king, 

I could produce many more shiDing passages out 
of our principal poets of both sexes to confirm thii 
innmentOLis troth. Whence t think it may be fairly 
eonckided» that whoever can most contribute to- 
ward propagating the science contained in the fdi- 
lowing shfcts, through the kingdoms of Great Bri* 
tain and Ireland, may justly demand all the favoiar 
tliat the wisest court, and most judicious senate, arc 
able to confer on the most deserving subject* I leave 
the application to my readers. 

This IS the work which I have been so hardy as to 
attempt, and without the least mercenary view. Nei- 
ther do I doubt of succeeding to my full wish, ex* 
cept among the tories and their abettors, who being 
all Jacobites, and consequently papists in their hearts^ 
from a want of true raste, or by strong affeciatioo^ 
may perhaps resolve not to read my book % choosing 
rather to deny themselves the pleasure and honour 
of shining In polite company, among the principal 
geniusses of both sexes througliout the kingdom, than 
^orn tlieir minds with this noble art; and probably 
apprehending (as I confess nothing is more likely to 
happen) that a true spirit of loyalty to the protcscaiii 
succession should steal in along with it. 

If my favourable and gentle readers could possibly 
conceive the perpetual watchings, the numberless 
toils, the frequent risings in the night to set down 
teverd ingenious sentences^ that I suddenly or ac^ 
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^idenlally r^cQllccted; and which, witLout my ut- 
most vigilance, had been irrecoverably lo3t forever: 
if they would consider with what incitdible diligence 
I daily and nightly attended at those houses where 
persons of both sexes, and of the most distinguished 
merit, mcd to meet and display their talents ; with 
what attention I listened to ai) their discourses, the 
better to retain them in my memory ; aiid then at 
proper seasons withdrew unobserved to enter them iti 
my tablebook, while the company little suspected 
wliat a noble work I had then in embryo: I say, if 
all these were known to the world, I think it w^ould 
be no great presumption in me to expect, at a proper 
juncture, the publick thanks of both houses of parlia- 
ment for the service and honour 1 have done to the 
whole nation by my single pen. 

Although I have never been once charged with 
tlie least tincture of vaniry, the reader will, I hopc> 
give me leave to put an easy question : What i» 
become of all the king of Sweden*s victories ? where 
are the fruits of them at this day ; or, of wiiat benefit 
will they be to posterity ? Were not many of liii 
greatest actions owing, at least in part, to fortune; 
were not all of them owing to the valour of his troops, 
as much as to his own conduct ? could he have con- 
quered the Polish king, or the cMr of Muscovy, 
with jiis single arm ? Far be it from me to envy or 
lessen the fame he has acquired ; but, at tJie same 
time, I will venture to say, without breach of mo- 
desty, that I, who have alone with this right hand 
subdued barbarism, rudeness, and ruiiicity, who 
have established and fixed for ever the whole system 
of all true politeness and refinement in conversation^ 
should think myself most inhumanly treated by my 
I coujitrymen. 
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countrymen > and would accordingly resent it as the 
highest indignity, to be put on a level in point of 
fame in after ages witli Charles the Twelfth late king 
of Sweden* 

And yet, so incurable is the love of dctraction| 
perhaps beyond what the charitable reader will easil] 
believe, that I have been assured by more than one 
credible person, how some of my enemies have xa- 
dustriously whispered aboutj that one Isaac Newton, 
an instrument-maker, formerly living near Leiccstcr^^ 
£elds» and afterward a workman in the mint at thi^f 
Tower, might possibly pretend to vie with mc for^ 
fame in future times. The man, it seems, was 
knighted for making sundials better than others of 
his trade ; and was thought to be a conjurer^ because 
he knew how to draw lines and circles upon a slate, 
which nobody could understand. But, adieu to all 
noble attempts for endless renown, if the ghost ofai^y 
obscure mcchanick shall be raised up to enter inti^^ 
competition with me, only for his skill in making 
pothooks and hangers with a pencil : which many 
thousand accomplished gentlemen and ladies ca 
perform as wt- 11 with pen and ink upon a piece 
paper, and in a manner as little intelligible as th< 
of sir Isaac, 

My most ingenious friend alreatly mentioned, Mr* 
Colley Cibbcr, witodoes so much lionour to the lau- 
rel crown he deservedly wears (as he has often done 
to many imperial diadems placed on his head) was 
pleased to tell me, that if my treatise was shaped int^gj 
a comedy, the reprcienration performed to advan^^ 
tage on our theatre might very much contribute to 
the spreading of polite conversation among all personi 
of distinction ihiough the whole kingdom^ 

I owa 
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I own the thought was ingenious, and my friend's 
intention good : but I cannot agree to his proposal ; 
ibr, Mr. Gibber himself allowed, that the subjects 
handled in my work being so numerous and exten- 
sive, it would be absolutely impossible for one, two, 
or even six comedies to contain them. Whence it 
mrill follow, that many admirable and essential rules 
ibr polite conversation must be omitted. 

And here let me do justice to my friend Mr. Tib- 
l>alds, who plainly confessed before Mr. Gibber him- 
«lf, that such a project, as it would be a great dimi- 
jnution to my hcmour, so it would intolerably mangle 
my scheme, and thereby destroy the principal end at 
'which I aimed, to form a complete body or systerat 
^f this most useful science in all its parts. And there- 
fore Mr. Tibbalds, whose judgment was never dis- 
puted, chose rather to fall in with my proposal men- 
tioned before, of erecting public schools and semi- 
naries all over the kingdom, to instruct the young 
people of both sexes in this art, according to my rules, 
and in the method that I have laid down. 

I shall conclude this long, but necessary introduc- 
tion with a request, or indeed rather a just and 
reasonable demand, from all lords, ladies, and gen- 
tlemen, that while they are entertaining and impro- 
ving each other with those polite questions, answers, 
rapartees, replies, and rejoinders, which I have with 
infinite labour, and close application during the space 
of thirty-six years, been collecting for their service 
and improvement, they shall, as an instance of gra • 
titude, on every proper occasion, quote my name 
after this or the like manner : '' Madam, as our mas- 
" ter WagstajfF says." •' My lord, as our friend 
** Wagstaff has it." I do likewise expect, that all 

Vol. VIII. T my 
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my pupils shall drink my health every day at dinner 
and supper during my life ; and that they, or their 
posterity, shall continue the same ceremony to my 
not inglorious memory, after my decease, for ever. 
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The MEN. The LADIES. 

Lord Sparkish. Lady Smart. 

Lord Smart. Miss Notable. 

Sir John Linger. ' Lady Answsrall. 

Mr. Neverout. 
G)l. Atwit. 

ARGUMENT- 

Lord Sparkish and colonel Atwit meet in the 
morning upon the Mall: Mr. Neverout joins 
them ; they all go to breakfast ^t Udy Smart*s. 
Their conversation over their tea: after which 
they part ; but my lord and the two gentlemen 
are invited to dinner. Sir John Linger invited 
likewise, and conies a little too late. The whole 
conversation at dinner : after which the ladies 
retire to their tea. Tiie conversation of the ladies 
without the men, who are supposed to stay and 
drink a bottle ; but in some time, go to the ladies 
and drink tea with them. The conversation there. 
After which a party at quadrille until three in 
the morning ; but no conversation set down. 
They all take leave, and go home. 
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ST. J A M E S'S P A R K. 
Lord Sparkish meeting Col. Atwit. 

Col. Well met, my lord* 

Ld. Sparkish. Thank ye, Colonel. A parson would 
have said, I hope we shall meet in Heaven. When 
did you see Tom Neverout ? 

Col. He 's just coming toward us. Talk of the 
devil — 

Neverout comes up. 

Col. How do you do, Tom ? 

Neverout. Never the better for you. 

Col. I hope you 're never the worse : but pray 
where 's your manners ? don't you see my lord 
Sparkish ? 

Neverout. My lord, I beg your lordship's pardon. 

Ld. Sparkish. Tom, how is it that you can't see 
the wood for trees ? What wind blew you hither ? 

Neverout. Why my lord, it is an ill wind blows 
no body good ; for it gives me the honour of seeing 
your lordship. 

* " I retired hitlicr for the publick good, having two gteat 
*"*■ works in hand ; one to reduce the whole politeness, wit, hu- 
^^ mour, and style of England into a short system for the use of 
■"*" all persons of quality, and particularly the maids of honour, 
'•" &c.'' Letters to and from Dr. Swift. 
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Col. Tom, you must go with us to lady Smart^s 
to breakfast. 

Newrout. Must! why, colonel, must's for the kin^ 
[Col. offering in jest to draw bis swards 

Col. Have you spoke with all your friends ? 

Neverout. Colonel, as you 're stout, be mercifiil« 

Ld.Sfarkisb. Come, agree, agree; the law's costly* 
\CoL taking his band from bis biU. 

Col. Well, Tom, you are never the worse man to 
be afraid of me. Come along. 

Neverout. What ! do you think I was bom in z 
wood, to be afraid of an owl ? 

I '11 wait on you. I hope miss Notable will be 
there ; egad she 's very handsome, and has wit at 
will. 

Col. Why every one as they like, as the good 
woman said when she kiss'd her cow. 

Lord Smart^s House; they knock at the door; ibe 
Porter comes out. 

Lord Sparkisb. Pray, are you the porter ? 

Porter. Yes, for want of a better. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Is your lady at home ? 

Porter. She was at lionie just now ; but she 's not 
gone out yet. 

Neverout. I warrant this rogue's tongue is well 
hung. 

Lady Smart^s Antichamber. 
Lady Smart and Lady Answerall at the tea table. 

Lady Smart. My lord, your lordihlp's most hum- 
ble servant. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Madam, you spuke too late ; I was 
your ladyship's before. 

Lad^ 
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Lady Smart. O ! colonel, are you here ? 

CoL As sure as you *re there, madam. 

Lady Smart. O, Mr, Neverout! What such a 
man alive ! 

Neverout. Ay, madam, alive, and alive like to be, 
at your ladyship's service. 

Lady Smart. Well, I '11 get a knife, and nick it 
down that Mr. Neverout came to our house. And 
pray what news, Mr. Neverout ? 

Neverout. Why, madam, queen Elizabeth's dead. 

Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Neverout, I see you are 
-^o changeling. 

Miss Notable comes in. 

Neverout. Miss, your slave : I hope your early 
irising will do you no harm. I find you are but just 
<ome out of the cloth market. 

Miss. I always rise at eleven, whether it be day 
«rno. 

Col. Miss, I hope you are up for all day. 
hGss. Yes, if I don't get a fell before night. 
CoL Miss, I heard you were out of order; pray 
iiow are you now ? 

Miss. Pretty well, colonel, I thank you. 
CoL Pretty and well, miss ! that 's two very good 
things. 

Miss. I mean I am better than I was. 
JSfeverout. Why then, 'tis well you were sick. 
Miss. What ! Mr. Neverout, you take me up be- 
'^x-e I 'm down. 

J^ady Smart. Come let us leave off children's play, 
^^^ <d go to pushpin. 

Miss. [To lady Smart.] Pray, madam, give me 
*^^^^c more sugar to my tea* 

T 4 CoL 
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CoL O ! miss, you must needs be very good 
humour'd, you love sweet tilings so well. 

Nevereut. Stir it up with the spoon, miss; for 
the deeper the sweeter. 

Lady Smart. I assure you, miss, the colonel has 
made you a great compliment. 

Mhs. I am sorry for it ; for I have heard say, 
complimenting is lying. 

Lady Smart. [To lord Sparkhh.] My lord, me- 
thinks the sight of you is good for sore eyes ; if we 
had known of your coming, we would have strown 
rushes for you : how has your lordship done this 
long time ? 

Col. Faith, madam, he 's better in healtli than in 
good conditions. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Well ; I see there 's no worse friend 
than one brings from home with one ; and I am not 
the first man has carried a rod to whip himself. 

Neverout. Here's poor miss has not a word to ^ 

throw at a dog. Come, a penny for your thought. 

Miss. It is not worth a farthing ; for 1 was think- ^ 

ing of you. 

Colonel rising up. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, where are you going sc^^ q 
soon? I hope you did not come to fetch fire. 

CoL Madam, I must needs go home for half a ^n 

hour. 

Miss. Wliy, colonel, they say the devil's — at 

home. 

Lady Ans^.o. Well, but sit while you stay, 'tis as 

cheap siding as standing. 

CoL No, madam, while I'm standing I m 

going 

M 
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Miss. Nay, let him go ; I promise him we won't 
tear his clothes to hold him. 

Lady Smart. I suppose, colonel, we keep you 
from better company, I mean only as to myself. 

CoL Madam, I am all obedience. 

Colonel sUs down. 

Lady Smart. Lord, miss, how can you drink your 
tea so hot ? sure your mouth 's pav'd. 

How do you like tliis tea, colonel ? 

Col. Well enough, madam ; but methinks it is 
a little more-ish. 

Lady Smart. O ! colonel ! I understand you. 
Betty, bring the canister : I have but very little of 
this tea left ; but I don't love to make two wants of 
one ; want when I have it, and want when I have it 
not. He, he, he, he. [Laughs. 

Lady Answ. \To the maid.'] Why, sure, Betty, 
you are bewitched, the cream is burnt too. 

Betty. Why, madam, the bishop has set his foot 
in it. 

Lady Smart. Go, run girl, and warm some fresh 
cream. 

Betty. Indeed, madam, there 's none left ; for the 
cat has eaten it all. 

Lady Smart. I doubt it was a cat with two legs. 

Miss. Colonel, don't you love bread and butter 
Xvith your tea ? 

Col. Yes, in a morning, miss : for they say, 
iDutter is gold in a morning, silver at noon, but it is 
^ad at niglit. 

Nevereut. Miss, the weather is so hot, that my 
^butter melts on my bread. 

Lady 
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LaJy Answ. Why, butter, I Vc heard lem say^ 

is mad twice a year. 

Ld. Sparkisb [to the maid.} Mrs. Betty, how does 
your body politick ? 

Col. Fie, my lord, you 'II make Mrs. Betty blush. 

Lady Smart. Blush ! ay, blush like a blue d<^. 

Neverout. Pray, Mrs. Betty, are you not Tom 
Johnson's daughter ? 

Betty. So my mother tells me, sir. 

Ld. Sparkish. But, Mrs. Betty, I hear you are in 
love. 

Betty. My lord, I thank God, I hate nobody ; 
1 am in charity with all the world. 

Lady Smart. Why, wench, I think thy tongue 
runs upon wheels this morning ; how came you by 
that scratch upon your nose: have you been fight- 
ing with the cats ? 

Col. [to mi^s.'l Miss, when will you be married ? 

iW/ij. One of these odd-come-shortly's, coloneL 

Neverout. Yes ; they say the match is half madc^ 
the spark is willing, but miss is not. 

Miss. I suppose the gentleman has got his own 
consent for it. 

Lady Anro). Pray, my lord, did you walk through 
the Park in the rain ? 

Ld. Sparkish. Yes, madam, we were neither 
sugar nor salt, we were not afraid the rain would 
melt us. He, he, he. [Laugb. 

Col. It rain d, and the sun shone at the same 
time. 

Neverout. Why, then the devil was beating hi% 
wife behind tlie door with a shoulder of mutton. 

[Laugb^ 

Col. A blind man v/ould be glad to see that* 

Lady 
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I^iy Smart. Mr. Neverout, methinks ybu stand 
in your own light. 

Neveroui. Aii ! madam, I have done so all n-y 
life. 

Ld. Sparkisb. I *m sure he sits in mine : Prithee, 
Tom, sit a little farther : I believe your father was 
no glazier. 

Lady Smart. Miss, dear girl, fill me out a dish 
of tea, for I 'm very lazy. 

Miss fills a dish of tea^ sweetens it, and then tastes //. 

Lady Smart. What, miss, will you be my taster? 
Miss. No, madam ; but they say 'tis an ill cook 
that can't lick her own fingers. 
Neverout. Pray, miss, fill me another. 
Miss. Will you have it now, or stay till you 
f ct it ? 

Lady Answ. But, colonel, they say you went to 
4rourt last night very drunk : nay, I 'm told for cer- 
tain, you had been among the Philistines : no won- 
<icr the cat wink'd, when both her eyes were out. 
CoL Indeed, madam, that 's a lie. 
Lady Answ. 'Tis better I should lie than you 
fiKould lose your good manners : besides, I 'don't 
Jie, I sit. 

Neverout. O faith, colonel, you must own you 
-^-^-d a drop in your eye ; when I left you, you were 
•H,^3f seas over. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Well, I fear lady Answerall can't 
^^^^^elong, she has so much wit. 

Heverout. No ; she can't live, that's certain; but 
**^ ^ may linger thirty or forty years. 

Mss. Live long ! ay, longer than a cat or a dog, 
^^* a better thing. 

Lady 



:?5, you must give your vardi 

ii-s, ihall I fill you another dbh 

, ny lord, I have drank enough. 
. .'.^mc, it will do you more good 
.. ? la^ring; here, take it. 
, 1 tliank your Icrdship ; enough 's as 

..' ...>h. Well; but if you always say no, 
. . ^ r be married. 
.. .. .'Jet'. Do, my lord, give her a dish ; for, 
.;., uaids will say no, and take it. 
', yf^arkish. Well ; and I dare say, miss Is a 
.:iiiiought, word, and deed. 
\ iViif}'Ai. I would not take my oath of that. 
:.'5j . Pray, sir, speak for yourself. 
. .:Jy Smart. Fie, miss ; they say maids should be 
-.vM, and not heard. 

l.iijy Ansiu. Good miss, stir the fire, that the tea , 
v.rtlc may boil. — You have done it very well ; now^ 
•I hums purely. Well, mis3, you'll have a checrfu^^. 
!iu!>band. 

Mtss. Indeed, your ladyship could have stirred i^ 
luiicli better. 

I.ady AriiVj. I know that very well, hussy ; but 
wuii't keep a dog, and bark myself. 
Ncveroht, What ! vou arc sick, miss. 
Miss. Not at all ; for her ladyship meant you. 
Never on: . O ! faith, mi^::, you arc in lob's pourm 
got out as you can. 

Miss. I won't quarrel \vi:h my bread and bu^^ 
for all llut ; I un.ov/ when i 'in well. 
LaJj Ans'Uf* Weil ; but nuis — 
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Neverout. Ah ! dear madam, let the matter fall; 
take pity on poor miss; don't throw water on a 
drowned rat. 

Mr^!. Indeed, Mr. Neverout, you should be cut 
for the simples this morning: say a word more, and 
you had as good eat your nails. 

Ld. Sparkle h. P'-ay , miss, will you be so good as to 
favour us with a song ? 

Miss. Indeed, my lord, I can't; for I have a great 
cold, 

CoL O ! miss, tlicy say all good singers have colds. 

Ld. Spjrktsh, Pray, madam, does not miss sing 
very well ? 

Lady Answ. She sings, as one may say, my lord. 

Miss. I hear Mr. Neverout has a very good voice. 

Col. Yes, Tom sings well, but his luck 's naught. 

Neverout. Faith, colonel, you hit yourself a devilish 
box on the ear. 

CoL Miss, will you take a pinch of snufF? 

Miss. No, colonel, you must know that I never 
take snuff but when I am angry. 

Lady Afuw. Yes, yes, she can take snuff, but she 
has never a box to put it in. 

Miss. Pray, colonel, let me see that box. 

CoU Madam, there's never a C upon it. 

Miss. May be there is, colonel. 

CoL Ay, but May-bees don't fly now, miss. 

Neverout. Colonel, why so hard upon poor miss? 
Don't set your wit against a child; miss, give mc a 
blow, and I'll beat him. 

Miss. So she pray'd me to tell you. 

Ld. Sparkish. Pray, my lady Smart, what kin arc 
you to lord Pozz ? 

Ladf 
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Lady Smart. Why his grandmother aad mine had 
four elbows. 

Lady Answ. Well, methinks here's a silent meet- 
ing. Come, miss, hold up your head, girl; there's 
money bid for you. [Miss siarts. 

Miss. Lord, madam, you frighten me out of my 
seven senses ! 

Ld. Sparkisb. Well, I must be going. 
Lady Answ. I have seen hastier people than you 
stay all night. 

CoL [to lady Smart.'] Tom Neverout and I arc to 
leap tomorrow for a guinea. 

Miss. I believe, colonel, Mr. Neverout can leap 
at a crust better than you. 

Neverout, Miss, your tongue runs before your 
- wit ; nothing can tame you but a husband. 

Miss. Peace ! I think I hear the church clock. 
Neverout. Why you know, as the fool thinks — 
Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, your handkerchief's 
fallen. 

Miss. Let him set his foot on it, tliat it may'nt 
fly in his face. 

Neverout. Well, miss — 

Miss. Ay, ay ! many a one says well that thinks ill. 
Neverout. Well, miss, I'll think on this. 
Mtss. That 's rhime, if you take it in time. 
Neverout. What ! I see you are a poet. 
Miss. Yes; if I had but the wit to show it. 
Neverout. Miss, will you be so kind as to fill me a 
dish of tea ? 

Miss. Pray let your betters be served before yon ; 
I*m just going to fill one for myself; and, 3roa 
know, the parson always christens his own child. 
first. 

Neverout^ 



> 
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Neverout. But I saw you fill one just now for the 
colonel : well, I find kissing goes by favour. 

Miss. But pray, Mr. Neverout, what lady was 
that you were talking with in the side box last 
Tuesday ? 

Neverout. Miss, can you keep a secret ? 

Miss. Yes, 1 can. 

Jftveroiit. Well, miss, and so can I. 

Col. Odd-so ! I have cut my thumb with this 
cursed knife ! 

Lady Answ. Ay ; that was your mother's fault, 
because she only warned you not to cut your 
fingers. 

Lady Smart. No, no ; 'tis only fools cut thdr 
fingers, but wise folks cut their thumbs.— 

Miss. 1 'm sorry for it, but I can't cry. 

Col. Don't you think miss is grown ? 

Lady Answ. Ay, ill weeds grow apace. 

A puff of smoke comes dozvn the chivmey. 

Lady Answ. Lord, madam, does your ladyship's 
chimney smoke ? 

Col. No, madam; but they say smoke always 
pursues the fair, and your ladyship sat nearest. 

Lady Smart. Madam, do you love bohea tea ? 

Lady Answ. Why, madam, I must confess I do 
love it, but it does not love me. 

Miis [to lady Smart.'] Indeed, madam, your 
ladyship is very sparing of your tea : I protest, the 
3ast I took was no more than water bewitch'd. 

CoL Pray, miss, if I may be so bold, what lover 
^ve you that fine etuy ? 

Miss. Do\i\ you know ? then keep counscL 

Laif 
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Lady Aiuiv. I Ml tell you, colonel, who gave it herr 
it was the best lover she will ever have while she 
lives, her own dear papa. 

Nevcrcut. Methinks, miss, I don't much like the 
colour of that ribbon. 

M:s. Why then, Mr. Neverout, do you see, if 
you don't much like it, you may look off it. 

Ld. Sparkisb. I rlon't doubt, madam, but your 
ladyship has heard that sir John Brisk has got an 
employment at court. 

Lady Smart. Yes, yes ; and I warrant he thinks 
himself no small fool now. 

Neverout. Yes, madam, I have heard some people 
take him for a wise man. 

Lady Stutirt. Ay, ay; some are wise, and some 
are otherwise. 

Lady AnrtX). Do you know him, Mr. Neverout? 

Neverout. Know him! ay, as well as the beggar 
knows his dish. 

CcL Well ; I can only say that he has better luck 
than honestcr folks : but pray, how came he to get 
this employtnent ? 

Ld. Sp:nkish. Why, by chance, as the man kilFd 
the devil. 

NciKTCitt. W!iy, miss, you are in a brown study; 
what's the matter ? methinks you look like mum- 
cbimce, tlmt was h:ing\l for saying nothing. 

Miss. I 'd liavc you to Jcnow, I scorn your words. 

Neverout. Well; but scornful dogs will eat dirty 
puddings. 

Miss. Well ; my comfort is, your tongue is no 
slander. What ! you would not have one be always 
on the high grin ? 

Neverout. 
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Ncverout. Cry mapsticks, madam ; no offence I 
hope. 

[Lady Smart breaks a teacup.] 

LaJy Jnsw, Lord, madam, how came you to break 
your cup ? 

Lady Smart. I can't help it, if I would cry my eyes 
out. 

Miss. Why sell it, madam, and buy a new one 
with some of the money. 

CoL 'Tis a folly to cry for spilt milk. 

Lady Smart. Why, if things did not break or wear 
out, how would tradesmen live ? 

Miss. Well ; I am very sick, if any body car'd 
for it. 

Neverout. Come, then, miss, e'en make a die of 
it, and then we shall have a burying of our own. 

Miss. The devil take you, Ncverout, beside all 
small curses. 

Lady Answ. Marry come up, what, plain Never- 
out ! mcthinks you might have an M under your 
girdle, miss. 

Lady Smart. Well, well, naught *s never in dan- 
ger ; I warrant miss will spit in her hand, and hold 
fast. Colonel, do you like this biscuit ? 

CoL I 'm like all fools ; I love every thing that \ 
good. 

Lady Smart. Well, and isn 't it pure good ? 

CoL 'Tis better than a worse. 

Footman brings the Colonel a letter. 

Lady Anfw. I suppose, colonel)^ that 's a billetdoux 
fiom your mistress. 

CoL Egad, I don't know whence it comes ; but 
whoe'er writ it, writes a hand like a foot. 

Vol. Vlir. U TlJ/j,. 
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Mss. Well, you may make a secret of it, but We 
can spell, and put together. 

Neverout. Miss, what spells b double uzzard ? 

Miss. Buzzard in your teeth, Mr. Neverout. 

Lady Smart. Now you are up, Mr, Neverout ; will 
you do me the favour, to do mc the kindness, to 
take off the teakettle ? 

Ld. Sparkish. I wonder what makes these bells 
ring. 

Lady Answ. Why, my lord, I suppose, because 
they pull the ropes. \Jiere ali laugh. 

Neverout plays with a teacup. 

JMiss. Now a child would have cried half an hour 
before it would have found out such a pretty play- 
thing* 

Ijady Smart. Well said, miss : I vow, Mr. Ne- 
verout, the girl is too hard for you. 

Neverout. Ay, miss will say any thing but her 
prayers, and those she whistles. 

Miss. Pray, colonel, make me a present of that 
pretty penknife. 

Ld. Sparkiib. Ay, miss, catch him at that, and 
hang him. 

Col. Not for the world, dear miss, it will cut love, 

Ld. Sparkish. Colonel, you shall be married first, 
I was going to say that. 

Lady Suurt. Well, but for all that, I can tell who 
is a great admirer of miss : pray, miss, how do you 
like Mr. Spruce } I swear, I have often seen him 
cast a sheep's eye out of a calfs head at you : deny it 
if you can. 

Miss. O, madam ; all the world knows that Mr. 
Spruce is a general lover. 

Col. 
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Col. Come, miss, 'tis too true to make a jest on. 

[Afm Mushes. 

Lady Answ. Well, however, blushing is some sign 
of grace. 

Neverout. Miss says nothing ; but I warrant she 
pays it off with thinking. 

Miss. Well, ladies and gentlemen, you are pleas'd 
to divert yourselves ; but, as I hope to be sav'd, 
there *s nothing in it. 

Lady Smart. Touch a gall'd horse, and he '11 
wince ; love will creep were it dare not go : I 'd hold 
a hundred pound, Mr. Neverout was the inventor of 
that story ; and, colonel, I doubt you had a finger in 
the pie. 

Lady Answ. But, colonel, you forgot to salute miss 
when you came in; she said you had not been here a 
long time. 

Miss. Fie, madam ! I vow, colonel, I said no such 
thing; I wonder at your ladyship ! 

Col. Miss, I beg your pardon — 

Goes to salute her, she struggles a little. 

Miss. Well, I'd rather give a knave a kiss for 
once than be troubled with him ; bur, upon my 
word, you are more bold than welcome. 

Lady Smart. Fie, fie, miss ! for shame of the 
world, and speech of good people. 

Neverout to miss, who is cooking her tea and bread 
and butter. 

Neverout. Come, come, miss, make much of 
naught ; good folks are scarce. 
''Miss. What ! and you must come in with your 
two eggs a penny, and three of them rotten. 

17 a Col. 
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Coi [/(? Ld. Sparkish.'] But, my lord, I forgot to 
ask you, how you like my new clothes ? 

Ld. Sparkisb. Why, very well, colonel ; only, to 
deal plainly with you, metliinks the worst piece is in 
the middle. [Here a loud laugh often repeated. 

Col. My lord, you are too severe on your friends. 

Miss. Mr. Neverout, I *m hot, are you a sot ? 

Neverout. Miss, I 'm cold, are you a scold ? take 
you that. 

Lady Smart. I confess that was home. I find, Mr. 
Neverout, you won't give your head for the wash- 
ing, as they say. 

Miss. O ! he 's a sore man where the skin *s ofF. I 
see Mr. Neverout has a mind to sharpen the edge of 
his wit on the whetstone of my ignorance. 

Ld* Sparkisb. Faith, Tom, you are struck! I never 
heard a better thing. 

Neverout. Pray, miss, give me leave to scratch 
you for that fine speech. 

Miss. Pox on your picture, it cost me a groat the 
drawing. 

Neverout [to lady Smart.] 'Sbuds, madam, I have 
burnt my hand with your plaguy teakettle. 

Lady Smart. Why, then, Mr. Neverout, you musti 
say, God save the king. 

Neverout. Did you ever see the like ? 

Miss. Never but once, at a wedding. 

Col. Pray, miss, how old are you ? 

Miss. Why, I 'm as old as my tongue, and a litt^ 
older than my teeth. 

Ld. Sparkisb. [to lady Ansxu.'] Pray, madam, is mi 
Buxom married ? I hear 'tis all over the town. 

LadyAnsw. Mv lord, she's either married, or w(^ r 



DIALOGUE I. 293 

• Col. If shebe'nt married, at least she *s lustily 
promis'd. But, is it certain that sir John Blunder- 
buss is dead at last ? 

Ld. Sparkhb. Yes, or else he's sadly wrongM, for 
they have buried him. 

Miss. WJiy, if he be dead, he'll eat no more 
bread. 

Col. But, is he really dead ? 

Lady Answ, Yes, colonel, as sure as you're 
alive — 

CoL They say he was an honest man. 

Lady /imw. Yes, with good looking to. 

Miss feels a pimple on her face. 

Miss. Lord ! I think my goodness is coming out. 
Madam, will your ladyship please to lend me a 
patch ? 

Neverout. Miss, if you are a maid, put your liand 
upon your spot. 
Miss. — There — 

[Covering her face with both her hands. 
Lady Smart. Well, thou art a mad girl. 

[Gives her a tap. 
Miss. Lord, madam, is that a blow to give a 
oLild ? 

-^^dy Smart lets fall her handkerchief and the Colonel 
stoops for it. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, you shall have a better 

CoA O, madam, I can't have a better than to serve 
^our ladyship. 

Col. \to lady Sparkish.'] Madam, has your ladyship 
u 3 read 
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read the new play, written by a lord ? it b called 
Love in a hollow Tree. 

Lady Sparkhb. No, colonel. 

Col. Why, then your ladyship has one pleasure to 
come. 

Miss sighs. 

Neverout. Pray, miss, why do you sigh ? 

Miss. To make a fool ask, and you are the first. 

Neverout. Why, miss, I find there is nothing but 
a bit and a blow with you. 

Lady Answ. Why, you must know, miss is in 
love. 

jM/i5. I wish my head may never ake till that day. 

Ld. SparkLh. Come, miss, never sigh, but send for 
him. 

[Lady Smart and lady Answerall speaking together. 
If he be hang'd he *11 come hopping ; and if he be 
drown'd, he Ml come dropping. 

Miss. Well, I swear you '11 make one die with 
laughing. 

Miss plays with a teacups and Neverout plays with 
another. 

Neverout. Well ; I see, one fool makes many. 

Miss. And you are the greatest fool of any. 

Neverout. Pray, miss, will you be so kind to tie 
this string for me with your fair hands ? it will go all 
in your day's work. 

Miss. Marry, come up, indeed j tie it yourself, 
you have as many hands as I ; your man's nun will 
have a fine office truly : come, pray stand out of my 
spitting-place. 

Neverout. Well ; but, miss, don't be angry. 
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Miss. No ; I was never angry in my life but once, 
and then nobody cared for it ; so I resolved never to 
be angry again. 

Neverout. Well ; but if you '11 tie it, you shall 
never know what I Ml do for you. 
Miss. So I suppose, truly. 

Neverout. Well ; but I '11 make you a fine present 
one of these days. 

Miss. Ay; when the devil's blind, and his eyes 
are not sore yet. 

Neverout. No, miss, I '11 send it you to morrow. 
Miss. Well, well; to morrow 's a new day ; but I 
suppose you mean to morrow come never. 

Neverout. O ! 'tis the prettiest thing : I assure 
you, there came but two of them over in three 
ships. 

Miss. Would I could see it, quoth blind Hugh. 
But why did you not bring me a present of snufF this 
morning ? 

Neverout. Because, miss, you never asked me : 
and, 'tis an ill dog that 's not worth whistling for. 

Ld. Sparkisb. [to lady Answ.'] Pray, madam, how 
^ame your ladyship last Thursday to go to that odious 
jpuppetshow ? 

Col. Why, to be sure, her ladyship went to see, 
and to be seen. 

Lady Answ. You have made a fine speech, colo- 
Jiel : pray, what will you take for your mouth- 
;3)iece ? 

Ld. Sparkisb. Take that, colonel : but, pray, 
.^nadam, was my lady SnufF there ? They say she 's 
^extremely handsome. 

Ladly Smart. They must not see with my eyes, 
^at think so. 

V 4 Neverout. 
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Ncverout. Slie may pass muster well enough. 

Lady Answ. Pray, how old do you take her to 
be? 

Col. Why, about five or six and twenty. 

Miss. I swear she 's no chicken ; she 's on the 
wrong side of thirty, if she be a day. 

Lady Answ. Depend upon it, she '11 never sec five 
and thirty, and a bit to spare. » 

CoL Why they say, she 's one of the chief toasts 
in town. 

Lady Smart. Ay, when all the rest are out of it 

Miss. Well ; I woudn't be as sick as she 's proud 
for all the world. 

Lady Answ. She looks as if butter woudn't melt in 
her mouth ; but I warrant, cheese won't choke her. 

Ncverout. I hear my lord What d'ye call him is 
courting her. 

Lady Sparkisb. What lord d'ye mean, Tom ? 

Miss. Why, my lord, 1 suppose, Mr. Ncverout 
meins the lord of the Lord knows what. 

Col, They say she dances very fine. 

Lcdy Answ. She did ; but I doubt her dancing 
days are over. 

Ct/. I can 't pardon her for her rudeness to me. 

Lady Sthart. Well ; but you must forget and for- 
give. 

Footman comes in. 

Lady Smart. Did you call Betty ? 
Footjuan. She 's coming, madam. 
Lady Smart. Coming ! ay, so is Christmas. 

Betty comes in. 

Lady Smart. Come, get ready my things. Where 
has the wench been these three hours ? 

Sctty. 
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Betty* Madam, I can't go faster than my legs 
will carry me. 

Lady Smart. Ay, thou hast a head, and so has a 
pin. But, my lord, all the town has it, that miss 
Caper is to be maried to sir Peter Giball; one 
thing is certain, that she has promised to have him. 

Ld. Saarkish. Why, madam, you know, promises 
are either broken or kept. 

Lady ,inrj). I beg your pardon, my lord; pro- 
mises and piecrust are made to be broken. 

Lady Smart. Nay, I had it from my lady Carry- 
lie's own mouth. I tell you my tale and my tale's 
author ; if it be a lie, you had it as cheap as I. 

Lady Answ. She and I had some words last Sunday 
at church ; but I think I gave her her own. 

Lady Smart. Her tongue runs like the clapper 
of a mill ; she talks enough for jierself and all the 
company. - 

Never out. And yet she simpers like a firmity 
kettle. 

Miss looking in a g^lass. 

Miss. Lord, how my head is drest to day ! 

Col. O, madam! a good face needs no band. 

Miss. No ; and a bad one deserves none. 

Col. Pray, miss, where is your old acquaintance, 
iVlrs. Wayward ? 

Miss. Why, where should she be ? you must 
*iceds know ; she's in her skin. 

Col. I can answer that ; what if you were as far 
Out as she's in ? — 

Miss. Well, I promis'd to go this evening to 
^^yde Park on the water } but I protest I 'm half 
^^raid. 

Neverout. 
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Neveroui. Never fear, miss ; you have the <dd 
proverb on your side, Naught 's ne'er in danger. 

Col. Why, miss, let Tom Neverout wait on you ; 
and then I warrant, you '11 be as safe as a thief in a 
mill ; for you know. He that 's born to be hang'd, 
will never be drown'd. 

Neverout. Thank you, colonel, for your good 
word ; but faith, if ever I hang, it shall be about a 
fair lady's neck. 

Lady Smart. Who 's there ? Bid the children be 
quiet, and not laugh so loud. 

Lady Answ. O ! madam, let 'em laugh, they Tl 
ne'er laugh younger. 

Neverout. Miss, I '11 tell you a secret, if you Tl 
promise never to tell it again. 

Mbs. No, to be sure ; I '11 tell it to nobody but 
friends and strangers. 

Neverout. Why then, there 's some dirt in my 
tea cup. 

Affjj. Come, come, the more there 's in *t, the 
more there 's on 't. 

Lady Answ. Poh ! you must eat a peck of dirt be 
fore you die. 

Col. Ay, ay; it goes all one way. 
Ncvcrcut. Pray, miss, what 's a clock ? 
Miss. Why, you must know, 'tis a thing like a 
bell, and you are a fool that can't tell. 

Neverout [to Lady Answ.^ Pray, madam, do you 
tell me ; for I have let my watch run down. 

Lady Answ. Why, 'tis half an hour past hanging 
time. 

Col. Well ; I 'm like the butcher that was looking 
for his knife, and had it in his mouth : I have bceo 

searchin: 
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searching my pockets for my snuffbox, and, egad, 
here it is in my hand. 

Mus. If it had been a bear, it would have bit you, 
colonel : well, I wish I had such a snuffbox. 

Neverout. You 11 be long enough before you wish 
your skin full of eyelet-holes. 

CoL Wish in one hand — 

Miss. Out upon you : Lord, what can the man 
mean i 

Ld. Sparkhb This tea is very hot. 

Lady Answ. Why, it came from a hot place, my 
lord. 

Colonel spills his tea. 

Lady Smart. That's as well done as if I had done 
it myself. 

CoL Madam, I find you live by ill neighbours, 
when you are forc'd to praise yourself. 

Lady Smart. So they pray'd me to tell you. 

Neverout. Well, I won't drink a drop more ; if 
I do, 'twill go down like chopt hay. 

JMiss. Pray, don't say no, till you are asked. 

Neverout. Well, what you please, and the rest 
tgain. 

Miss stooping for a pin. 

Miss. I have heard 'em say, that a pin a day is a 
groat a year. Well, as I hope to be married, for- 
give me for swearing, I vow 'tis a needle. 

CoL O ! the wonderful works of nature, that a 
black hen should lay a white egg ! 
7.1 Neverout, What ! you have found a mare's nest, 
i llid laugh at the eggs ? 
( :, Miss. 
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Miss, Pray keep your breath to cool your per- 
ridge, 

Niverout. Miss, there was a very pleasant acci- 
dent last night at St. James's Park. 

Miss [to Lady Smart.'] What was it your ladyship 
was going to say just now ? 

Ncveroui. Well, miss ; tell a mare a tale — 

Aliss. I find you love to hear yourself talk. 

Nevercut. Why, if you won't hear my tale, kisa 
my, &c. 

Miss. Out upon you, for a filthy creature ! 

Neverout. What, miss ! most 1 tell you a story, 
and find you ears ? 

Ld. Sparkish [to Lady Smart."] Pray, madam, don't 
you think Mrs. Spendall very genteel ? 

Lady Smart. Why, my lord, I think she was cut 
out for a gentlewoman, but she was spoil'd in the 
making : she wears her clothes as if they were throivn 
on her with a pitchfork ; and, for the fashion, I be- 
lieve they were made in the reign of queen Bess. 

Neverout. 'Well, that's neither here nor there; 
for you know, the more careless the more modish. 

Col. Well, I 'd hold a wager there will be a match 
between her and Dick Dolt : and I believe I ca^ sec 
as far into a millstone as another man. 

Mss. Colonel, I must beg your pardon a thousand 
times ; but they say, an old ape has an old eye. 

Ntverout. Miss, what dor you mean ! you'll spoil 
the colonel's marriage, if you call him old. 

Col. Not so old, nor yet so cold — You know the 
rest, miss^ 

Miss. Manners is a fine thing, truly. 

CoL Faith, miss, depend upon 't, TU give you aj 

good 
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good as you bring : what ! if you give a jest, you 
must take a jest. 

Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Neverout, you '11 ne'er 
have done till you break that knife, and then the 
man won't take it again. 

Miss. Why, madam, fools will be meddling ; I 
wish he may cut his fingers. I hope you can see 
your own blood without fainting. 

Neverout, Why, miss, you shine this morning 
like a sh — n barn door: you'll re\cr hold out at 
this rate; pray save a little wit for to morrow. 

Miss. Well, you have said your say; if people 
will be rude, I have done ; my comfort is, 'twill be 
all one a thousand year hence. 

Neverout. Miss, you have shot your bolt : I find 
you must have the last word — Well, I '11 go to the 
opera to night — No, I can't, neither, for I have 
' some business — and yet I think I must; for I pro- 
' mis'd to squire the countess to her box. 
^ Miss. The countess of Puddledock, I suppose. 
• Neverout. Peace, or war, miss ? 

Lady Smart. Well, Mr. Neverout, you'll never 
' bcL mad, you are of so many minds. 

V As Miss rises y the chair fa/Is Mind her. 

Miss. Well ; I shan't be lady mayoress this year. 
X Neverout. No, miss, 'tis worse than that; you 
i*won't be married this year. 
I ACss. Lord ! you make me laugh, though lan't well. 

^ffiverouty as Miss is standings pulls her suddenly on 

bis lap. 

^ . Neverout. Now, colonel, come sit down on my 
^•.^ ; more sacks upon the mill. 

Miss. 
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Afijx. Let me go ; ar'n't you sorry for my hea- 
viness ? 

Neverout. No, miss ; you are very light ; but I 
don't say you are a light hussy. Pray take op the 
chair for your pains. 

Miss. Tis but one body's labour, yon may do it 
yourself; I wish you would be quiet, you have more 
tricks than a dancing bear. 

Neverout rises to take up the chair ^ and M s sits in bis. 

Neverout. You woud'nt be so soon in my grave, 
madam* 

Miss. Lord ! I have torn my petticoat with your 
odious romping ; my rents are combg in ; I 'm 
afraid I shall fall into the ragman's hands. 

Neverou*. I '11 mend it, miss. 

Miss. You mend it ! go, teach your grannam to 
suck eggs. 

Neve: cut. Why, miss, you are so cross, I coold 
find in my heart to hate you. 

Miss. With all my heart ; there will be no love 
lost between us. 

Neverout. But pray, my lady Smart, docs not 
miss look as if she could eat me without salt ? 

Miss. I '11 make you one day sup sorrow for this. 

Neverout. Well, follow your own way, you 11 live 
the longer. 

Mtss. See, madam, how well I have mended it. 

Lady Smart. 'Tis indifferent, as Doll danc'd. 

Neverout. 'Twill last as many nights as days. 

Miss. Well, I knew it should never have your^H 
good word. 

Lady Smart. My lord, my lady Answerall and Z12 

wa^i-5 
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was walking in the Park last night till near eleven ; 
'twas a very fine night. 

Ncverout. Egad, so was I ; and I '11 tell you a co- 
mical accident ; egad, I lost my understanding. 

Mss. I 'm glad you had any to lose. 

Lady Smart. Well, but what do you mean ? 

Ncverout. Egad, I kick'd my foot against a stone, 
and tore off the heel of my shoe, and was forc'd to 
limp to a cobler in the Pall-mall to have it put on. 
He, he, he, he. [-4// laugh. 

Col. O ! 'twas a delicate night to run away with 
another man's wife. •: ' - ^ 

Neverout sneezes. ..^^ y 

Miss. God bless you ! if you han*t taken snuff. 
Neverout. Why, what if I have, miss ? 
Miss. Why then, the deuse take you ! 
Neverout. Miss, I want that diamond ring of 
yours. 
Miss. Why, then want 's like to be your master. 

Neverout looking at the ring. 

Neverout. Ay, marry, this is not only, but also ; 
where did you get it ? 

Miss. Why, where 'twas to be had; where the 
devil got the friar. 

Neverout. Well ; if I had such a fine diamond 
ring, I woudn't stay a day in England : but you 
know, far fetch'd and dear bought is fit for ladies. 
I warrant, this cost your father two-pence halfpenny^ 

Colonel stretching himself. 

Lady Smart. Why, colonel, you break the king's 
laws^ ; you stretch without a halter. 

Lady 
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CoL Well, ladies, I apprehend you without a 
constable. 

Miss. Mr. Neverout! Mr. Nevcrout! come hi* 
ther this moment. 

Lady Smart, [imitathg berJ] Mr. Neverout! Mr. 
Neverout ! I wish he were tied to your girdle. 

Neverout. What's the matter! whose mare *s dead 
now? 

Miss. Take your labour for your pains, you may 
go back again, like a fool as you came. 

Neverout. Well, miss, if you deceive me a second 
time, 'tis my fault. 

Lady Smart. Colonel, methinks your coat is too 
short. 

CoU It will be long enough before I get another, 
madam. 

Mss. Come, come ; the coat 's a good coat, and 
come of good friends. 

Neverout. Ladies, you are mistaken in the stuff; 
Yis half silk. 

Col. Tom Neverout, you are a fool, and that'^ 
your fault. 

A great noise below. 

Lady Smart. Hey ! what a clattering is here ! ofl ^^ 
would think Hell was broke loose. 

Miss. Indeed, madam, I must take my leave, fczzz»f 
I a'n't well. 

Lady Smart. What ! you are sick of the mul ^^^ i- 
gnibs with eating chopt hay ? 

Miss. No, indeed, madam; I 'm sick and hungic— ^', 
more need of a cook than a doctor. 

Lady Answ. Poor miss ! she 's sick as a cushi ^^=> n, 
she wants nothing but stuffing. 
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Ccl. If you are sick, you shall have a caudle of 
calf's eggs. 

Neverout. I can't find my gloves. 

Miss^ I saw the dog running away with some dirty 
thing a while ago. 

Col. Miss, you have got my handkerchief ; pray, 
let me have it. 

Lady Smart. No ; keep it miss ; for they say, 
possession is eleven points of the law. 

Miss. Madam, he shall ne'er have it again ; *tis 
in hucksters hands. 

Lady Answ. What ! I see 'tis raining again. 

Ld. Sparkish. Why, then, madam, we must do 
as they do in Spain. 

Miss, Pray, my lord, how is that ? 

Ld. Sparkish. Why, madam, we must let it rain* 

Miss whispers Lady Smart. 

Neverout. There's no whispering, but there *s 
lying. 

Miss. Lord ! Mr. Neverout, you are as pert as a 
pearmonger this morning. 

Neverout. Indeed, miss, you are very handsome. 

Miss. Poh ! I know that already; tell me news. 

Somebody knocks at the door. 

Footman comes in. 

Footman \to Col^ An' please your honour, there \ 
a man below wants to speak to you. 

Col. Ladies, your pardon for a minute. 

Lady Smart. Miss, I sent yesterday to know how 
you did, but you were gone abroad early. 

X 2 Mia 
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Mss. Why, indeed, madam, I was hunch*d up 
in a hackney coach with three country acquaintance, 
who called upon me to take the air as far as High- 
gate. 

Lady Smart. And had you a pleasant airing ? 

MUs. No, madam ; it rained all the time ; I was 
jolted to death ; and the road was so bad, that I 
screamed every moment, and called to the coach* 
man. Pray, friend, don't spill us. 

Neverout. So, miss, you were afraid, that pride 
wou d have a falL 

Mss. Mr. Neverout, when I want a fool, 1 11 
send for you. 

Ld. SparkUb. Miss, did'n t your left ear burn 
last night ? 

Miss. Pray why, my lord ? 

Id. Sparkisb. Because I was then in some com- 
pany where you were extolFd to the skies, I assure 
you. 

Mss. My lord, that was more their goodness than 
my desert. 

Ld. Sparkisb. They said, that you were a com- 
plete beauty. 

Miss. My lord, I am as God made me. 

Lady Smart. The girl 's well enough, if she had .^^ 
but another nose. 

Miss. O I madam, I know I shall always have^^ -e 
your good word ; you love to help a lame dog ovcrx* ^:r 
the stile. 

One knocks. 

Lady Smart. Who's there i you 're on the wrong «r^g 
side of the door ; come in, if you be fat. 
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Coknel c^mts in agmn* 

Ld^ Sparkhh. Why, colonel^ you are a man of 
great business. 

C&t* Ay, ay, my lord, I 'm like my lord mayor's 
fool, full of business^ and nothing to do^ 

Lady Smart, My lord, don't you think the co- 
loners nnightily falFn away of latcf 

Ld. Sparkhk* Ay, faU'n from a horscload to a 
cartload. 

OL Why, my lord, egad I am like a rabbit, fat 
and lean in four and tw^enty hours. 

Lady Smart, I assure you, the colonel walks as 
straight as a pin. 

Mm, Yes ; he 's a handsome bodied man in the 
face- 

Neveroui* A handsome foot and leg : God-a- 
mercy shoe and stocking ! 

CoL What! three upon one! that^s foul play; 
this would make a parson swear. 

Nivirmi. Why, miss, what's the matter? you 
look as if you had neither won nor lost, 

CoL Why, you must know, miss lives upon love. 

Mia* Yes, upon love and lumps of the cupboard. 

Lady Amw. Ay; they say love and pease porridge 
arc two dangerous things; one breaks the heart, and 
tlie other the belly. 

Miss \imHating La^ Answer airs tone] Very pretty I 
one breaks the heart, and die other the belly* 

Lady Answ. Have a care ; they say, mocking is 
catching. 

Miss, I never heard that. 

Nevirmt. Why, then, miss, you have a wrinkle 
more than ever you had before. 

Mss* Welt J live and learn, 

X 3 Ncver^ut^ 
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OU I believe she '11 never be burnt for a witclu 
Ld. Sparkish. They say, marriages are made vi\ 
Heaven ; but I doubt;^ when she was married^ she 
had no friend there. 

Never out. Well, she 's got out of Grod's blessing 
into the warm sun. 

CoL The fellow's well enough, if he had any guta 
in his brains. 

Lad) Smart. They say, thereby hangs a tale. 
Ld. Sparkish. Why, he*s a mere hobbledehoy, 
neither a man nor a boy. 

Miss. Well, if I w^ere to choose a husband, I 
would never be married to a litrie man. 

Nevercut. Pray, why so, miss ? for they say, of 
all evils we ought to choose the least. 

Afij/. Because folks would say, when they saw us 
together, There goes the woman and her husband. 
Col. [to Lady Smart.'] Will your ladyship be cm 
the Mall to morrow night ? 

Lady Smart. No, that won*t be proper i you know 
to morrow 's Sunday. 

Lorrj Sparkish. What then, madani ! they say, the 
better day, the better deed. 

Lady Answ. Pray, Mr. Neverout, how do you 
like lady Fruzz ? 

Neverout. Pox on her ! she 's as old as Poles ♦• 
Mtss. So will you be, if you ben*t hang'd when 
you 're young. 

Ntverout. Come, miss, let us be friends : will yoa 
go to the park this evening ? 

Miss. With all my heart, and a piece of my liver; 
but not with you. 

* For St. Paul's church. 
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Lddy Smart. V\\ tell you one thing* and that's 
not two ; I 'm afraid 1 shall get a fit of the headach 
to day* 

CoL O I madana, don't be afraid ; It comes with 

fright. 

iWiJX. ['^ Lady Antweral!.'] Madam, one of your 
adyship's lappcrs is longer than t*other 

Lady 4niw. Well, no matter v they that ride on 
1^ trotting horse xvill ne'er pcrceire it, 

Hevitmf. Indeed, mis3» your lappets hang worse, 

Mss. Well, I love a li^r in my heart, and you fit 
pe to a hairt 






I 



Mss rhis uf. 

Nevifcut* Deuse take you, miss; you trod on 
y foot : I hope you doo'i intend to come to my 
edside, 

Miss. In troth, you are fifraid of your friends^ and 
none of them near yoq. 

Ld. Sfiarihk Well said, girl! [pvirfg hr a thMcf\ 
take that ; they say, a chuck under dm chin is 
worth two kisses. 

Lady Answ, But, Mr* Nevcrout, T wonder why 
such a handsome, straight, young gentleman as you, 
don't get some rich widow. 

Ld, Sparkisk Straiglic! ay, straight as my leg, 
and that ^s crooked at knee* 

Nr^^irmi. Faith, madam, if it rain'd rich widows, 
none of them would fall upon me* Egad, I was bora 
under a threepenny planet, never to be worth a groat* 

LadyAnsw, No, Mr, Neverout; t believe you 
were born with a caul on your head ; you ar€ such a 
favourite among the ladies : but what think you of 
widow Prim ? she 's immensely rich, 

NevirmL 
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NeverouU Hang her ! they say her father was a 
baker. 

Lady Smart. Ay ; but it is not, what is she, but 
what has she, nowadays. 

Col Tom, faith, put on a bold face for once, and 
have at the widow. I 'II speak a goo4 word for you 
to her. 

Lady Answ. Ay; I warrant, you'U speak one 
word for him, and two for yourself. 

Miss. Well ; I had that at my tongue's end. 

Lady Answ. Why, miss, tliey say, good wits 
jump. 

Never out. Faith, madam, I had rather marry a 
woman I lov'd, in her smock, than widow Prim, if 
she had her weight in gold. 

Lady Smart. Come, come, Mr. Neverout, marriage 
is honourable, but housekeeping is a shrew. 

Lady Ansvj. Consider, Mr. Neverout, four bare 
legs in a bed ; and you are a younger brother. 

Col. Well, madam; the younger brother is the 
better gentleman : however, Tom, I would advise 
you to look before you leap. 

Ld. Sparkish. The colonel says trae ; besides, you 
can't expect to wive and thrive in the same year. 

Miss, [shuddering.'] Lord ! there 's somebody 
walking over my grave. 

Col. Pray, lady Answerall, where was you last 
Wednesday, when I did myself the honour to wait 
on you ? I think your ladyship is one of the tribe of 
Gad. 

Lady Answ. Why, colonel, I was at church. 

Col. Nay, then will I be hang d, and my horse too. 

Neverout. I believe her ladyship was at a church 
with a chimney in it. . - 

Miss. 



DIALOGUE !• 31^ 

JV//ii- Lord, my petticoat ! how it hangi by 
jommctry ! 

Never &ut. Perhaps the fault may be m your shape. 
Miss* [laoking g^aveiy'] Come, Mr. JNevcrout, 
there's no jest like the rrue jest ; but I suppose you 
think my back 's broad enough to bear every thing. 
NfverQut^ Madam, I hnrnbly beg your pardon, 
AUss. Well J sir, your pardon 's granted. 
N^eraut. Well, all things have an end, and a 
pud den has two, up-up^oa me-my-my word* 

[stutters* 
Miss, What ! Mr. Neverout, can't you speak 
without a spoon ? 

U, Spsrkiih. [to lady Smart.'] Has your ladyship 
•ecn the duchess since your falling out ? 

Lady Smarts Never, my lord, but once at a visit; 
and she looked at me as the devil look'd over 
Lincoln. 

Nevfroiii, Pray, miss, take a pinch of my snufF. 
Jll/ij, What ! you break my head, and give me a 
^jilastcr; well, with all my heart; once, and not 
^Kse jr. 

H Nev^rmt. Well, miss ; if you wanted me and your 
Hiictualsj you'd want your two best friends. 
^ Cis*/. [to Neverout.] Tom, miss and you must kiss 
and be friends. 
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Nivtrout salutes MV/. 

Miss. Any thing for a quiet life : my nose itch*d| 
A I knew I should drink wine, or kiss a fool. 
OsL Well, Tom, if that ben't fair, hang fair. 
Nevirmi^ 1 never said a rude thing to a lady in 
my life. 
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Miss. Here's a pin for that licj I*m sure lian 
had need have good memories. Pray, colonel^ wa% 
not he very uncivil to me but just now ? 

Lady Answ. Mr. Neverout, if miss will be angry 
for nothing, take my counsel, and bid her turn tho 
buckle of her girdle behind her. 

Nrvercut. Come, lady Answerall, I know better 
things ; miss and I are good friends ; don*t put 
tricks upon travellers. 

Col. Tom, not a word of the pudden, I beg yoiu 

Lady Smart. Ah, colonel 1 you '11 never be good^ 
nor then neither. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Which of the goods d'ye mean \ 
good for sometliing, or good for nothing ? 

Miss. I have a blister on my tongue ; yet I 
don't remember I told a lie. 

Lady Answ. I thought you did just now. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Pray, madam, what did thought do ? 

Lady Answ. Well, for my life, I cannot conceive 
what your lordship means. 

Ld. Sfariisb. Indeed, madam, I meant no harm. 

Lady Smart. No, to be sure, my lord ! you are as 
innocent as a devil of two years old. 

lieverout. Madam, they say, ill doers arc ill 
deemcrs ; but I don't apply it to your ladyship. 

Mtss mending a bole in her lace. 

Miss. Well, you see, I 'm mending ; I hope I shall 
he good in time ; look, lady Answerall, is it not 
well menrled ? 

Ijidy Answ. Ay, this is something like a tansy. 

Nevcrout. Faith, miss, ypu have mended, as a 
tinker mends a kettle ; stop one hple^ and make 
two 

Lady 
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Lady Smart. Pray, colonel, are you not very much 
tann'd ? 

CoL Yes, madam ; but a cup of Christmas ale will 
soon wash it off. 

Ld. Sparkhb. Lady Smart, does not your ladyship 
think Mrs. Fade is mightily alter'd since her mar- 
riage ? 

Lady Answ. Why, my lord, she was handsome in 
her time ; but she cannot eat her cake and have her 
cake : I hear she 's grown a mere otomy. 

Lady Smart. Poor creature ! the black ox has set 
liis foot upon her already. 

Mss. Ay; she has quite lost the blue on the 
plum. 

Lady Smart. And yet, they say, her husband is 
very fond of her still. 

Lady Answ. O, madam, if she would eat gold, he 
would give it her. 

Neverout. {jo lady Smart.] Madam, have you 
heard that lady Queasy was lately at the playhouse 
mccgf 

Lady Smart. What ! lady Queasy of all women 
in the world ! Do you say it upon rep ? 

Neverout. Poz, I saw her with my own eyes ; she 
sat among the mob in the gallery ; her own ugly 
phiz : and she saw me look at her. 

Col. Her ladyship was plaguily bamb'd; I warrant 
it put her into the hipps. 

Neverout. I smoked her huge nose, and, egad, 
Ac put me irf mind of the woodcock, that strives 
to hide his long bill, and then thinks nobody sees 
him. 

C0I. Tom, I advise you, hold your tongue ; for 
JouTl never say so good a thing again. 

Lady 
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Lady Snuart. Miss, what are yoa looking for ? 

Miss. O9 madam, I have lost the finest needle — 

LaijAnsw. Why, seek till you find it, and diea 
you won't lose your labour. 

Nevercui. The loop of ray hat is broke ; how shall 
I mend it ? [befasiens U zdtb a pin\ l^cll, hang 
him, say I, that has no shift. 

Miss. Ay, and hang him that has one too many. 

Neveratif. O, miss, I have heard a sad story of 
you* 

Mss. I defy you, Mr. Ncvcrout ; ncdxxly can 
say, black 's my eye. 

Ncvermtt. I believe, you wish they conld. 

Mss, Well ; but who was your author ? Come, 
tell truth, and shame the devil. 

Neverout. Come then, miss ; guess who it was that 
told me ; come, put on your considering cap. 

Miss. Well, who was it ? 

Nevermii. Why^ one that lives within a mile of 
an oak. 

Miss. Well, go hang yourself in your own garters, 
for I *m sure the gallows groans for you. 

Neverout. Pretty miss ! I was but in jest. 

Miss. Well, but don 't let that stick in your gix- 
zard. 

Col. My lord, docs your lordship know Mrs. 
Talkall ? 

Ld. Sparkisb. Only by sight ; but I hear she has a 
great deal of wit ; and egad, as the saying is, mcttk 
to the back. 

Lad) Smart. So I hear. 

Col. Why Dick Lubber said to her t' other day, 

Madam, you can*t cry bo to a goose : yes, bat I 

can, said she *, and, egad, cry*d bo full in his face 

A We 
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We all thought we should break our hearts with 
laughing. 

Z.rf. Sparkisb. That was cutting with a vengeance : 
And prithee how did the fool look ? 

Col. Look ! egad, he look'd for all the word like 
an owl in an ivy-bush. 

J cbild comes in screaming. 

Miss. Well, if that child was mine, I*d whip it till 
the blood.came ; peace, you little vixen ! if I were 
near you, I would not be far from you. 

Lady Smart. Ay, ay ! bachelors wives and maids 
children are finely tutor'd. 

Lady Jnsw. Come to me, master ; and I '11 give 
you a sugarplum. Why, miss, you forget that 
ever you was a child yourself. [She gives the child 
a lump of sugar ^ I have heard 'em say, boys will 
long. 

Col. My lord, I suppose you know that Mr. Buz- 
zard has married again. 

Laif Smart. This is his fourth wife ; then he has 
been shod round. 

Col. Why, you must know, she had a month's 
mind to Dick Frontless, and thought to run away 
with him ; but her parents forced her to take the old 
fellow for a good settlement. 

Ld. Sparkish. So the man got his mare again. 

Lady Smart. I 'm told he said a very good thing to 
Dick ; said he. You think us old fellows are fools ; 
but we old fellows know young fellows are fools. 

Col. I know nothing of that ; but I know, he \ 
devilish old, and she 's very young. 

Lady Amw. Why, they call that a match of the 
world's making. 

Miss. 
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Miss. What if he had been young, and she old ? 

Neverout. Why, miss, that would have been ^ 
match of the devil's making; but when both are 
young that 's a match of God's making. 

Miss searching her pockets for a thimble^ brings cui d 
nutmeg. 

Neverout. O, miss, have a care ; for if you cany 
a nutmeg in your pocket, you '11 certainly be married 
to an old man. 

Miss. Well, and if I ever be married, it shall btt 
to an old man; they always make the best husbands ; 
and it is better to be an old man's darling, than a 
young man's warling. 

Neverout. Faith, miss, if you speak as you thinkj 
I '11 give you my mother for a maid. 

Lady Smart rings the bell. 
Footman comes in* 

Lady Smart. Harkee, you fellow ; run to my lady 
Match, and desire she will remember to be here at 
six, to play at quadrille : d'ye hear, if you fall by the 
way, don 't stay to get up again. 

Footman. Madam, I don't know the house. 

Lady Smart. That 's not for want of ignorance ; fol* 
low your nose; go, inquire among the servants. 

Footman goes out, and leaves the door open. 

Lady Smart. Here, come back, you fellow ; why 
did you leave the door open ? Remember, that a 
good servant must always come when he 's call 'd, do 
what he 's bid, and shut the door after him. 

The 
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The Footman goes out agairtj and falls down stairs. 

Lady Answ. Neck or nothing; come down, or I'll 
fetch you down : well, but I hope the poor fellow 
has not sav*d the hangman a labour. 

Neverout. Pray, madam, smoke miss yonder, biting 
her lips, and playing with her fan. 

Mns. Who's that takes my name in vain? 

She runs up to tbemy and falls down. 

Lady Smart. What, more felling ! do you intend 
the frolick should go round ? 

Lady Answ. Why, miss, I wish you may not have 
broke her ladyship's floor. 

Nevercut. Miss, come to me, and I '11 take you 
up. 

Lady Sparkisb. Well, but, without a jest, I hope, 
miss, you are not hurt. 

Col. Nay, she must be hurt for certain ; for you 
see her head is all of a lump. 

Miss. Well, remember this, colonel, when I have 
money, and you have none. 

Lady Smart. But, colonel, when do you design 
to get a house, and a wife, and a fire to put her 
in? 

Miss. Lord! who would be married to a soldier, 
and carry his knapsack ? 

Ntvcrout. O, madam: Mars and Venus, you 
know. 

Col. Egad, madam, I'd marry to morrow, if I 
thought I could bury my wife just when the honey- 
moon is over ; but they say, a woman has as many 
lives as a cat. 

Vol. VIII. Y Lady 
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Lady Amw. I find, the colonel thinks, a dead 
wif0 under the table is the best goods in a tnan*^ 
house. 

Lady Smart. O but, colonel, if you had a gocxi 
wife, it would break your heart to part with her. 

Col. Yes, madam ; for they say, he that has lost 
his wife and sixpence, has lost a tester. 

Lady Smart. But, colonel, they say, that every 
married man should believe there *s but one good 
wife in the world, and that *s his own. 

CoL For all that, I doubt, a good wife must be 
bespoke ; for there 's none ready n^ade. 

Miss. I suppose, the gentleman 's a womanhater ; 
but, Sir, I think you ought to remember, that you 
had a mother: and pray, if it had not been for a 
woman, where would you have been, colonel ? 

Col. Nay, miss, you pried whore first, when you 
talked of the knapsack. 

Lady Answ. But I hope yoi; wpn*t blame the whole 
sex, because some are bad. 

Neverout. And they say, he that hates woman, 
suck'd a sow. 

Col. O, madam ; there 's no general rule without 
an exception. 

Lady Smart. Then, why don't you marry, and 
settle ? 

Col. Fgad, madam, there's nothing will settle me 
but a bullet. 

Ld. Sparkish. Well, colonel, there's one comfort^ 
that you need not fear a cannon-bullet. 

Col. Why so, my lord ? 

Ld. Spartish. Because they say, he was curs'd in 
his mother's belly that was kilFd by a cannon-bul- 
let. 

Miss. 
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Mss. I suppose, the colonel was crossed in his 

trst love, which makes him so severe on all the sex. 

Lady Answ. Yes ; and 1 *11 hold a hundred to one, 

that the colqnel has been over head and ears in love 

with some lady that has made his heart ake. 

Col. O, madam, we soldiers are admirers of all the 
lair sex. 

Mss. I wish I could see the colonel in love till he 
was ready to die. 

Lady Smart. Ay ; but I doubt, few people die for 
love in these days. 

Neverout. Well, I confess, I differ from the co- 
lonel ; for I hope to have a rich and a handsome wife 
yet before I die. 

Col. Ay, Tom ; Jive, horse, and thou shalt have 
grass. 

Miis. Well, colonel; but, whatever you say against 
womefi, they are better creatures than men ; for men 
were tpade of clay, hut woman was made of man. 

Col. Miss, you may say what you please ; but, 
faith, you'll never lead apes in Hell. 

Neverout. No, no; I -ll be sworn mi^s has not an 
inch of nun^s fle^h about her. 

Miis. I understumble you, gentlemen. 
Neverout. Madam, your humblecumdumble. 
Ld. Sparkisb. Pray, miss, when did you see your 
old acquaintance Mrs. Cloudy? you and she are two, 
I hear. 

Miss. See her ! marr)^, I don't care whether I ever 
see her again ; God bless my eyesight. 

Lady Answ. Lord ! why she and you wefe as great 
as two inkleweavers. I 've seen her hug you as the 
cicvil hugg'd the witch. 

Y 2 Miss. 
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Miss. That's true ; but I*m told for certain^ shc*i 
no better than she should be. 

Lady Smart. Well, God mend us all; but you 
must allow, the world is very censorious ; I neve^ 
heard that she was a naughty pack. 

CoL [to Neverout^ Come, sir Thomas, when the 
king pleases, when do you intend to march ? 

Ld^ Spariish. Have patience. Tom, is your friend 
Ned Rattle married ? 

Neverout. Yes, faith, my lord ; he has tied a knot 
ivith his tongue^i that he cm never untie with his 
teeth, 

Lady Smart. Ah ! marry in haste, and repent at 
leisure. 

Lodf Answ. Has he got a good fortune with his 
lady ? for they say, something has some savour, but 
nothing has no flavour. 

Neverout. Faith, madam, all he gets by her h6 
may put ipto his eye and see never the worse. 

Miss. Then, J believe, he heartily wishes her in 
Abraham's bosorn. 

Col. Pray, my lord, how does Charles Limber and 
his fine wife agree ? 

Ld. Sparkish. Why, they say, he 's the greatest 
cuckold in town. 

Neverout, O, but my lord, you should always ex- 
cept my lord mayor. 

Aliss. Mr. Neverout. 

Neverout. Hay, madam, did you call me ? 

Miss. Hay ! why hay is for horses. 

Neverout. VVliy, miss, then you may kiss — 

CoL Pray, my lord, what 's o'clock by your oracle?^ 

Ld. Sparkisb. Faith, I can't tcU, I think my watc 
runs upon wheels. 

N€vcr^ui 
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^everout. Miss, pray be so kind to call a servant 
to bring me a glass of small beer : I know you are at 
home here. 

AA>5. Every fool can do as they 're bid : make a 
J>age of your own age, and do it yourself. 

Ncverou$. Choose, proud fool ; I did but ask you. 

Miss puts ber hand upon her knee. 

Neverout. What, miss, are you thinking of your 
sweetheart ? is your garter slipping down ? 

Mtss. Pray, Mf. Neverout, keep your breath to 
cool your porridge ; you measure my corn by your 
bushel. 

Neverout. Indeed, miss, you lie — 

Miss. Did you ever hear any thing so rude ! 

Neverout. I mean, you lie — under a mistake. 

Miss. If a thousand lies could choke you, you 
would have been choked many a day ago. 

A€ss strives to snatch Mr. Neverout''s snuff hx. 

Neverout. Madam, you missed that, as you miss*d 
your mother's blessing. 

She tries again, and misses. 

Neverout. Snap short makes you look so lean, miss* 
Miss. Poh ! you are so robustious, you had like 

to put out my eye ; I assure you, if you blind me, 

you must lead me. 

I^dy Smart. Dear miss, be quiet ; and bring mc 

a pincushion out of that closet. 

Mss opens the closet door and squalls. 

Lady Smart. Lord bless the girl ! what 's the mat- 
ter now ? 

Y 3 Miss. 
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Aftss. I vow^ Madam, I saw something in hUck i 
I thought it was a spirit. 

Col. Why, miss, did you ever see a spirit ? 

Miss. No, sir ; I thank God I never saw any thing 
tirorse than mysdf. 

Never out. Well, I did a very fbolish thing yester- 
day, and was a great puppy for my pains. 

Miss. Very likely; for they say, many a true 
word 's spoke in jest. 

Footman returns4 

Lady Smart. Well, did you deliver yoar message? 
5'ou are fit to be sent for sorrow, you stay so long by 
the way. 

Footman. Madam, my lady was not at home, so I 
did rK)t leave the message. 

Lady Smart. This it is to send a fool of an errani 

Ld. Sparkish. [looking at his wa/cb.'] Tis pst 
twelve o'clock. 

Lady Smart. Well, what is that among all us? 

Ld. Sparkish. Madam, I muft take my leawJ 
come, gentlemen, are you for a march ? 

Lady Smart. Well, but your lorddiip and the c(Jo- 
nel will dine with lis to day; and, Mr. Nevcrocr, 
I hope, we siiall Imvc your good company : tbeic 
will be no soul else, beside my own lord ast 
these ladies ; for every body knows I hate a crowf; | 
1 would rather want vittles than elboW room : »* | 
dine pun6lually at three. 

Ld. Sparkish. Madam, we 'II be sure to aticnl j 
your ladyship. 

Col. Madam, my stomach serves me instead ()t«| 
clock. 

Ml 
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Another Footman comes back. 

iy Smart. O ! you are the t'other fellow I sent : 

have you been with my lady Club ? you are 

to send of a dead man's errand. 

'man. Madam, my lady Club begs your lady* 
h pardon ; but she is engaged to night. 

■«. Well, Mr* Neverout, here's the back of my 

to you* 

out. Miss, I find you will have the last word. 
ics, I am more yours than my own. 
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Lord Smart and the former company at three o clock 
coming to dine. 

After salutations. 

Lord Smart. 1 *M sorry I was not at home this 
morning, when you all did us the honour to call 
here : but I went to the levee to day. 

Ld. Sparkisb. O ! my lord ; I 'm sure the loss 
was ours. 

Lady Smart. Gentlemen and ladies, you are come 
to a sad dirty house ; I am sorry for it, but we have 
had our hands in mortar. 

Ld. Sparkisb. O ! madam ; your ladyship is 
plcas'd to say so ; but I never saw any thing so clean 
and so fine ; I profess, it is a perfect paradise. 

Lady Smart. My lord, your lordship is always very 
obliging. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Pray, madam, whose picture is that? 

Lady Smart. Why, my lord, it was drawn for me. 

Ld. Sparkisb. I '11 swear the painter did not flatter 
your ladyship. 

Col. My lord, the day is finely cleared up. 

Ld. Stmrt. Ay, colonel ; 'tis a pity that fair wea- 
ther should ever do any harm. [To Neverout.] 
Why, Tom, you are high in the mode. 

Neverout. My lord, it is better to be out of the 
world than out of the fashion. 

Ld. Smart. 
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Ld. Smart. But, Tom, I hear you and miss arc 
always quarrelling : I fear, it is your fault; for I can 
assure you, she is very good humoufd. 

Ntrvercut. Ay, my lord ; so is the devil when he 's 
pleas'd. 

Ld. Smart. Miss, what do you think of my friend 
Tom? 

Miss. My lord, I think he 's not the wisest man 
in the world ; and truly, he's sometimes ver}^ rude. 

Ld. Sparkish. That may be true ; but yet, he that 
hangs Tom for a fool, may find a knave in the 
halter. 

Miss^ Well, however, I wish he were hanged, if 
it were only to try. 

Neverout. Well, miss, if I must be hang*d, I 
won't go far to choose my gallows ; it shall be about 
your fair neck. 

Mhs. I '11 see your nose cheese first, and the dogs 
eating it : but, my lord, Mr. Neverout's wit begins 
to run low ; for, I vow, he said this before ; pray, 
colonel, give him a pinch, and I '11 do as much for 
you. 

Ld. Sparkish. My lady Smart^ your ladyship has 
a very fine scarf. 

Lady Smart. Yes, my lord; it will make a flaming 
figure in a country church. 

Footman comes in. 

Footman. Madam, dinner's upon the table. 

Col. Faith, I am glad of it ; my belly began to cry 
cupboard. 

Nevtrout. I wish I may never hear worse news. 

AJiss. What! Mr. Neverout, you are in great 
haste ; I believe your belly thinks your throat is cut, 

Neverout* 
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Neverout. No, faith, miss ; three meals a day, an^ 
a good supper at night, will serve my turn. 

Miss. To say the truth, I 'm hungry. 

Neverout. And I*m angry; so let U3 both gd 
fight. 

Tbey go in to dinner, andj after the usual compliments^ 
take their seats*. 

Lady Smart. Ladies and gentlemen, will jou eat 
any oysters before dinner ? 

Col. With all my heart, [takes an oyster."] He was 
a bold man that first eat an oyster. 

Lady Smart. They say, oysters are a cruel meat^ 
because we eat them alive i then they are an unclia-^ 
ritable meat, for we leave nothing to the poor ; and 
they are an ungodly meat, because we never say 
grace. 

Neverout. Faith, that *s as well said as if I had said 
it myself. 

Lady Smart. Well, we are well set if we be but as 
well served : come, colonel, handle your arms ; sliall 
] help you to some beef ? 

Col. If youf ladyship please ; and, pray, don't 
cut like a mother-in-law, but send me a large slice : 
for I love to lay a good foundation. I vow, *tis a 
noble sirloin. 

Neverout. Ay ; here *s cut and come again. 

Aliss. But pray, why is it call'd a sirloin ? 

Ld. Smart. Why you must know, that our king 
James the first, who lov'd good eating, being invited 
to dinner by one of his nobles, and seeing a large 
loin of beef at his table, he drew out his sword, and ^ 
in a frolick knighted it. Few people know the c= 
secret of this. 
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man*s meat, my lord- 

Ld* Smari, But, my lord, I say, betf is (he king 
of meat. 

Miss. Pray, what have I done, tliat I must not 
have a plate } 

Lady Smart, [to lady Amw^ What will your lady- 
ihip please to eat ? 

Lady Answ, Bray, madam, help yourself. 

G?/. They say, eating and scratching wants but a 
beginning : if you 'U give me leave, 1 '11 help my- 
telt" to a slice of this shoulder of veal- 

Lady Smart, Colonel, you can\ da a kinder 
thing ; well, you are all heartily welcome, as I may 
say. 

CoL They say there are thirty and two good bits 
in a shoulder of veaL 

Lady Smart* Ay, colonel i thirty bad bits and two 
good ones ; you see I understand you ; but I hope 
you have got one of the two good ones. 

Nevirciit, Colonel, 1 11 be of your mess. 

C?A Then pray, Tom, carve for yourself; they 
i^y, two hands in a dish, and one in a purse: Hah! 
laid I well, Tom ? 

I^iverout. Colonel, you spoke like an oracle. 

Mi$i* \to ladyAmwJ] Madam, will your ladyship 
help me to some fish ? 

Ld. Smart, [ta Ncv^roid.'] Tom, they say fish 
ihould swim thrice* 

Pien}€rout^ How is that, my lord ? 

Ld. Smart* Why, Tom, first it should swim in the 
tea (do you mind me ?) then it should swim in 
butter ; and at last, sirrah, it should swim in good 
claret, I think I have made it our. 

Footman, 
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Footman, [to Ld. Smart. ~] My lord, sir Jolin lid- 
ger is coming up. 

Ld. Smart. God so ! I invited him to dine with 
me to day, and forgot it : well, desire him to 

walk in. 

Sir John Linger comes /ir/ 

Sir John. What ! are you at it ? why, then, I 'll 
be gone. 

Lady Smart. Sir John, I beg you will sit dowa; 
come, the more the merrier. 

Sir John. Ay ; but the fewer the better cheer. 

Lady Smart. Well, I am the worst in the world 
at making apologies ; it was my lord's fault : I 
doubt you must kiss the hare's foot. 

Sir John. I see you are fast by the teeth. 

Col. Faith, sir John, we are killing that that 
would kill U9. 

Ld. Sparkisb. You see, sir John, we are upon a 
business of life and death ; come, will you do as 
we do ? you are come in pudding-time. 

Sir John. Ay; this would be doing if I were dead. 
What ! you keep court hours I see : I '11 be going, 
and get a bit of meat at my inn. 

Lady Smart. Why, we won't eat you, sir John# 

Sir John. It is my own fiult ; but I was kept bjr 
a fellow, who bought some Derbyshire oxen of me. 

Neverout. You sec, sir John, wc btaid for you as 
one horse does for another. 

Laay Smart. My lord, will you help sir John to 
some beef? Lady Answcrall, pray eat, you see your 
dinner : I am sure, if we had known we should have 
such good company, we should have been better 

provided i 
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provided ; but you must take the will for the deed. 
I* m afraid you are invited to your loss. 

Col. And pray, sir John, how do you like the 
town ? you have been absent a long time. 

Sir John. Why, I find little London stands just 
where it did when I left it last. 

Neverout. What do you think of Hanover square ? 
Why, sir John, London is gone out of town since 
you saw it. 

Lady Smart. Sir John, I can only say, you arc 
heartily welcome ; and I wish I had something better 
for you. 

Col. Here 's no salt ; cuckolds will run away with 
the meat. 

U. Smart. Pray edge a little, to make more room 
for sir John : sir John, fall to : you know, half an 
hour is soon lost at dinner. 

Sir John. I protest I can't eat a bit, for I took 
share of a beefsteak and two mugs of ale with my 
chapman, beside a tankard of March beer, as soon 
^ I got out pf my bed. 

Lady Answ. Not fresh and fasting, I hope ? 

Sir John. Yes, faith, madam; I always wash my 
kettle before I put the meat in it. 

Lady Smart. Poh ! sir John, you have seen nine 
liouses since you eat last : come, you have kept a 
corner of your stomach for a piece of venison pasty. 

Sir John. Well, V\\ try what I can do when it 
comes up. 

l^dy Answ. Come, sir John, you may go farther, 
and fare worse. 

Miss, [to J^everout.^ Pray, Mr. Neverout, will 
you please to send me ^ piece of tongue ? 

Neverout 
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Miss. Why, this finger; no, 'tis this : I vow I 
can't find which it is. 

Neverout. Ay ; the fox had a wound, and he could 
not tell where, &c. Bring some water to throw in 
her face. 

Miss. Pray, Mr. Neverout, did you ever draw a 
sword in anger ? I warrant, you would faint at the 
sight of your own blood. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, shall I send you some 
veal ? 

Neverout. No, madam ; I don't love it. 

Miss. Then pray for them that do. I desire your 
ladyship will send me a bit. 

Ld. Smart. Tom, my service to you. 

Neverout. My lord, this moment I did myself the 
honour to drink to your lordship. 

Ld. Smart. Why then that 's Hertfordshire kind- 
ness. 

Neverout. Faith, my lord, I pledged myself; for 
I drank twice together without thinking. 

Ld. Sparkish. Why then, colonel, my humble ser- 
vice to you. 

Neverout. Pray, my lord, don't make a bridge of 
my nose. 

Ld. Sparkish. Well, a glass of this wine is as com- 
fortable as matrimony to an old woman. 

Coi. Sir John, I design one of these days to come j^ 
and beat up your quarters in Derbyshire. 

Sir John. Faith, colonel, come, and welcome :=• : 
and sta* away, and heartily welcome : but you werc^^— c 
born within the sound of Bow bell, and don't care tci^ ^o 
stir so far from London. 

Miss. Pray, colonel, send me some fritters.' 

Cohm 
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Colmel lakes them out with his hmd^ 
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G?/* Here, miss; they say fingers were made be- 
fore forks, and hands before knives* 

Ludf Smart. Mcthinks this pudding is too much 
boifdt 

Laif Ansiv, O ! madam, they say a pudding is 
poison, when it is too much boird- 

Ncverout. Miss, shall I help you to a pigeon ? 
here 's a pigeon so finely roasted, it cries. Come 
eat me. 

Miss^ Noj sir i I thank you, 

Neverout, Why, then you may choose* 

JWij/. I have chosen already* 

Never out ^ Well, you may be worse offered, before 
you are twice married* 

The Colonel f lis a large plate of soup, 

Ld, Smart. Wlsy, colonel, you don't mean to eat 
all that soup, 

CaL O, my lord, this is my sick diah; when I*m 
well, I *n have a bigger. 

Miss^ [to C?/,] Sup, Simon ; very good broth* ] 

Nevtrout, This seems to be a good pullet. 

Miis* I warrant, Mr. Neverout knows what 's 
good for himself, 

U, Sparki^h^ Tom, I sha^nttake your word for it; 
help me to a wing. 

Nevermt trits to cut &ff a wing, 
Niverout, Egad, I can't hit the joint. 
Ld. Sparkiih. Why then, think of a cuckold, 
Nevercut* O! now I have nick'd it. 

[Gives it to U. Sparkisb, 
Ld, Sparkisb, Why, a man may cat this, though 
his wife lay a dying. 

VoL,Vin, ' Z CW. 
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Col. Txzjy friend, give me a glass of small beer, 
if It be good. 

Ld. Smart. Why, colonel, they say, Acre Is no 
such thing as good small beer^, good brown breadj 
or a good old woman. 

Lady Smart. \j^ laity /1nswJ\ Madam, I beg your 
ladyship's pardon ; I did not see you when I was 
cutting that bit. 

Lady Answ. O! madam; after you is good 
manners. 

Lady Smart. Lord ! here 's a hair in the sauce. 

Lady Sparkhh. Then set the hounds after it. 

Neverout. Pray, colonel, help me however to some 
rf that same sauce. 

Col. Come, I tiiink you are more sauce than pig. 

Ld^ Smart, Sir John, cheer up: my service to 
you : weU, what do you think of the world to come? 

Sir John. Truly, my lord, I think of it as litdc 
as I can. 

Lady Smart, [tutting a skewer on a pliate^ Here, 
take this skewer, and carry it down to the cook, to 
dress it for her own dinner. 

Neverout. I beg your ladyship's pardon ; but this 
small beer is dead. 

Lady Smart. Why, then, let it be buried. 

CoL This is admirable black pudding : miss, shall 
1 carve you some ? I can just carve jxidding, and 
that 's all ; I am the worst carver in the world ; I . 
should never make a good chaplain. 

Miss. No, thank ye, colonel ; for they say tlios^ 
that eat black pudding will dream of the devil. 

U. Swart. O, here comes the venison pasty 
here, take the soup away. 
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jLrf, Sm^rt. [He cms it up^ and iasfes the venison] 
*Sbuds, this venison is musty. 

Niverouf eafi a piece , and it hums bis mouth 

Ld, Smiirt. Wliat's the matter, Tom ? you have 
tears in your eyes, I think ; what dost cry for, man ? 

Nc'verout, My lord, I was just tlunking of my poor 
gr^idmother ! she died just this very day seven 
years* 

B Miss takes a hit and burns her mmtb. 

H Nevercut, And pray, miss, why do you cry too ? 

■ Mijf- Because you were not hang'd the day your 
grandmother died, 

Ld* Smart, I'd have given forty pounds^ miss, to 
^^^iiave said that, 

■ C&L Egadj I think the more I eat^ the hungrier 
1 am. 

Ld.Sparkhh, Why, colonel, they say, oncshout 
_ Att of mutton drives down another* 
I Never out. Egad, if I were to fast for my life, I 
would take a good breakfast in the morning, a good 

(dinner at noon, and a good stlipper at night. 
Ld* Spar hi sh* My lord, this venison is pla^ily 
pepper 'd ; your cook lias a heavy hand, 
Ld. Smart, My lord, I hope you arc pepper-proof: 
come, here 's a health to the founders, 

■ Lady Smart, Ay ; and to the con founders too. 
Ld. Smart. Lady Answcrall^ doa^ not your lady* 
ship love venison? 

■ Lady Answ. No, my lord, I can't endure it in 
" my sight ; therefore please to send me a good piece 

of meat and crust, 

z 2 Li. 
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Ld. Sfarkisb. [drinks to Neverout.] G)mey Tom ; 
not always to my friends, but once to you, 

Nevercut. [drinks to Lady Smart] Come, madam ; 
here 's a health to our friends, and hang the rest of 
our kin. 

Lady Smart, [to lady Answ^ Madam, will your 
ladyship have any of this hare ? 

Lady Am w. No, madam; they say, 'tis melan* 
choly meat. 

Lady Smart. Then, madam, shall I send you the 
brains ? I beg your ladyship's pardon ; for they say, 
'tis not good manners to offer brains. 

Lady Amw. No, madam ; for perhaps it will make 
me hairbrain'd. ^ 

Ncverout. Miss, I must tell you one thing. 

Miss, [with a glass in her band.'] Hold your tongue, 
Mr. Neverout ; don 't speak in my tip. 

Co/. Well, he was an ingenious man that first 
found out eating and drinking. 

Ld. Sparkish. Of all vittles drink digests the quick- 
est : give me a glass of wine. 

Neverout. My lord, your wine is too strong. 

Ld. Smart. Ay, Tom, as much as you're too'good. 

Miss. This almond pudding was pure good ; but 
it is grown quite cold. 

Neverout. So much the better, miss, cold pudding 
will settle your love. 

Miss. Pray, Mr. Neverout, are you going to take 
a voyage ? 

Neverout. Why do you ask, miss ? 

Aiiss. Because you have laid in so much beef. 

Sir John. You two have eat up the whole pudding 

between you. 
' A6ss. 
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Mss. Sir John, here 's a little bit left ; will you 
please to have it ? 

Sir John, No, thankee ; I don 't love to make a 
fool of my mouth. 

CoL \caUing to the butler] John, is your small 
beer good ? 

Butler. An please your honour, my lord and lady 
like it ; I think it is good. 

CoL Why then, John, d 'yc see, if you are sure 
your small beer is good, d' ye mark ? then, give me 
a glass of wine. [^All laugh. 

Colonel tajling the wine. 

Ld. Smart. Sir John, how does your neighbour 
Gratherall of the Peak ? I hear he has lately made a 
purchase. 

Sir John. O ! Dick Gatherall knows how to butter 
his bread as well as any man in Derbyshire. 

Ld. Smart. Why he us'd to go very fine, when 
he was here in town. 

Sir John. Ay ; and it became him, as a saddle 
becomes a sow. 

CoL I know his lady, and I think she is a very 
good woman. 

Sir John. Faith, she has more goodness in her lit- 
tle finger than he has in his whole body. 

Ld. Smart. Well, colonel, how do you like that 
wine ? 

CoL This wine should be eaten ; it is too good to 
be drunk. 

Ld. Smart. I *m very glad you like it ; and pray 
don*t spare it. 

CoL No, my lord ; I '11 never starve in a cook's 
fhop» 

z 3 Ld. 
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Ld. Smart. And pray, sir John^ what do you say 

to my wine ? 

Sir John. I'll take another glass first: second 
thoughts are best. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Pray, lady Smart, you sit near that 
ham ; will you please to send me a bit ? 

Lady Smart. With all my heart, [Shi sends him a 
piece] Pray, my lord, how do you like it ? 

Ld Sparkisb. I think it is a limb of Lot's wife. 
[He eats it with mustard] Egad, my lord, your mus- 
tard is very uncivil. 

Lady Smart. Why uncivil, my lord ? 

Ld. Sparkisb. Because it takes me by the nose, 
egad. 

I^dy Smart. Mr. Neverout, I find you arc a very 
good carver. 

Co/. O madam, that is no wonder; for you must 
know, Tom Neverout can-es o* Sundays. 

Neverout overturns tbe saltcellar. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, you have overturned 
the salt, and that 's a sign of anger : I 'm afraid nuss 
and you will fall out. 

Lady Amw. No, no ; throw a little of it into the 
fire, and all will be well. 

Neverout. O, madam, the falling out of lovers, 
you know. 

Mtss. Lovers ! very fine ! fall out with him I I 
wonder when we were in. 

Si^ '^ohn. For my part, I believe the young gen- 
tlewoman is his sweetheart, there's so much fooling 
and liddling betwixt them : I 'm sure, they say in 

our 
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our country, that shiddle-comcsh — 'sthc beginning 
of love. 

Misj. I own, I love Mr. Neverout as the devil 
loves holywaier : J love him like pie, I'd rather the 
devil had him than I. 

Neverout. Miss, I '11 tell you one thing. 

Miss* Come, here 's t' ye, to stop your mouth. 

Niverout. I 'd rather you would stop it with a kiss. 

Miss. A kiss ! marry come up, my dirty cousin ; 
are you no sicker ? Lord ! I wonder what fool it was 
that first invented kifling ! 

Neverout. Well, I 'm very dry. 

Miss. Then you 're the better to burn, and the 
worse to fry. 

Lady Answ. God bless you, colonel, you have a 
good stroke with you. 

Col. O, madam, formerly I could eat all, but now 
I leave nothing ; I eat but one meal a day. 

Miss. What ! I suppose, colonel, that is from 
morning till night. 

Neverout. Faith, miss ; and well was his wont. 

Ld. Smart. Pray, lady Answerall, taste this bit of 
venison. 

Lady Answ. I hope your lordship will set me a good 
example. 

Ld. Smart, Here's a glass of cider fill'd: miss, 
you must drink it. 

Miss. Indeed, my lord, I can 't. 

Neverout. Come, miss ; better belly burst, than 
good liquor be lost. 

Miss. Pish! well in life there was never any thing 
so teasing ; I had rather shed it in my shoes : I wish 
it were in your guts, for my share. 

z 4 LJ. 
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Ld. Smart. Mr. Ncverout, youha'nt tasted my 
cider yet. 

Neverout. No, ray lord ; I have been just eating 
soup ; and they say, if one drinks with one's por- 
ridge, one will cough in one's grave. 

Ld. Smart. Come, take miss's glass, she wisb'd it 
was in your guts ; let her have her wish for once : 
ladies can 't abide to have their inclinations cross'd. 

Lady Smart. \to sir John] I think, sir John, you 
have not tasted the venison yet. 

Sir John. I seldom eat it, madam ; however, 
please to send me a little of the crust. 

Ld. Sparkisb. Why, sir John, you had as good eat 
the devil as the broth he is boil'd in. 

Col. Well, this eating and drinking takes away a 
body's stomach, as lady Answerall says. 

Neverout. I have dined as well as my lord mayor. 
Miss. I thought I could have eaten this wing of a 
chicken ; but my eye's bigger than my belly. 

Ld. Smart. Indeed, lady Answerall, you have eaten 
nothing. 

Lary Answ. Pray, my lord, see all the bones on my 
plate : they say a carpenter 's known by his chips. 

Nevjrout. Miss, will you reach me that glass of 
jelly? 

Miss, [giving it to kirn] You see, 'tis but ask and- 
have. 

Neverout. Miss, I would have a bigger glass. 
MiiS. What ? you don 't know your own mind 
you arc neither well, full nor fasting ; I think that 5i 
enough. 

Neverout. Ay, one of the enoughs; I am sure it 
. little enough. 
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Mist, Yes ; but you know, sweet things are bad for 
'the teeth. 

N^vcrout. [io lady Answ.^ Madam, I don*t like 
that part of the veal you sent me. 
B Lady Am^d), Well, Mr Nevcroiit, I find j od are 
3 true Englishman ; you never know when you are * 
well. 

Ctf/. Well, I have made my whole dinner of 
beef. 

Lady Am Wu Why, colonel, a bellyfull 's a belly- 
full, if it be but of wheat straw, 

CqL Well, after all, kitchen phyaick is the best 
pliysick, 
H LadySmnri> And the best doctors in the world are 
^^ doctor diet, doctor quiet, and doctor merry man. 

Ld. Spariiib* What do you think of a little house 
. V?ell fiird ? 

I Sir John. And a little land well till'd ? 
Ccl, Ay 5 and a little wife well wilFd ? 
Neverout, My lady Smart, pray help me to some 
of the breast of that goose » 
^B Ld, Smnri. Tom, I have heard that goose upoa 
^rgoose 13 false herald ry- 

^P Miss^ What I will you never have done stuffing? 
^F 1*^. Smart . This goose is quite raw : well, God 
sends meat, but the devil sends cooks. 

INeverotit, Miss, can you tell which is the gander, 
the white goose or the gray goose ? 
Mis. They say, a fool will ask more questions 
than the wisest body can answer, 
B" CoL Indeed, miss, Tom Ncverout lias posed you- 
Jlfm, Why, colonel, every dog has his day; but 
I believe I shall never sec a goose again without 
tliiaking of Mr. Neverout. 
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. Ld. Smart. Well said» misft; feitht girl, thoa 
hast brought thyself off cleverly. Tom, what sayyoo 
to that } 

Col. Faith, Tom is nonpluss'd i he looks plaguily 
down in the mouth. 

Miss. Why, my lord, you sec he is the provok* 
ingest creature in life ; I believe there is not such 
another in the varsal world. 

Lady Answ. O, miss, the world *s a wide place* 

Ueverotii. Well, miss, I *11 give you leave to call 
me any things if you don 't call me spade. 

Ld. Smart, Weil, but after all, Tom, can you tell 
me what 's Latin for a goose ? 

Nevereut. O, my lord, I know that ; why brandy 
is Latin for a goose, and tace is Latin for a candle. 

Miss. Is that manners, to show your learning 
before ladies ? Methinks you are grown very brisk of 
a sudden ; I think the man's glad he *s alive. 

Sir John. The devil take your wit, if this be wit j 
for it spoils company : pray, Mr. Butler, bring me 
a dram after my goose ; 'tis very good for the whok- 
somes. 

Ld. Smart. Come, bring me the loaf; I sometimes 
love to cut my own bread. 

Miss. I suppose, my lord, you lay longest abed 
to day. 

Ld. Smart. Miss, if I had said so, I should have 
told a fib ; I warrant you lay abed till tlie cows came 
home ; but, miss, shall I cut you a little crust now 
my hand is in ? 

Mw. If you please, my lord, a bit of imdcr- 
crust. 

Hcverwl. 
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' tinder. 

Mis* [iCthud^ pushing him /ram her.] What docs 
the man mean ! Sir, I don *t understand you at all. 

Never oat. Come^ at) quarrels laid aside : herCt 
miss, may you live a thousand years. 
^ \^Hi drinks t& her* 

H Mss* Pray, str, don*t stint me. 
H Ld. Smart, Sir John, will you taste my oftober ? 
1 think it is very good ; but I believe not equal to 
yours in Derbyshire* 

Sir John. My lord, I beg your pardon ; but they 
say, the devil made aakers. 

U. Smart. \io ibt iuiier.} Here, bring up the 
great tankard full of October fur sir John* 

CcL [driniing to miss,'] Miss, your health ; may 
you li^e all the days of your life. 

■ Lady Answ. Well, miss, you II certainly be toon 
fnarried ; here's two bachelors drinking to you at 
once. 

Lady Smsrt, Indeed, miss, I believe you were 
wrapt in your mother's smock, you arc so well be- 
loved* 

Mm. Where 's mjr knife ? sure I han 't eaten it : 
0> here it is* 

■ Sir y&hn. No, miss i but your maidenhead hangs 
in your light, 

Mjj. Pray, sir John, is that a Derbyshire com- 
pliment ? Here, Mr. Neverout, will you take this 
piece of rabbit that you bid mc canrc for you ? 

J^iwrmi. I don *t know. 

MisM* Why, take it, or let it alone, 

Neverout^ I will, 

Mss^ What will you ? 

Nivercuf. 
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Nevifcut. Why, 1 11 take it> or let it tlon 

JWijj. You are a provoking creature. 

Sir Jfohn. [talking wHh a glass o/winiin bis iandJj 
T remember a farmer in our country — 

Ld, Smart, {interrupting bim.^ Pf^y, sir John» did 
you ever hear of parson Palmer ? 

Sir John. No, my lord ; what of him ? 

Ld* Smart, Why, he used to preach over his 
liquor. 

Sir John, I beg your lordship's pardon ; here*s 
your lordship's health ; I'd drink it up, if it were a 
mile to the bottom* 

Lady Smart, Mr. Neverout, have you been ai the 
new play? 

Ni^verout, Yes, madam, I went the first night* ^j 

Lady Snmri. Wcll^ and how did it take > ^^ 

NeverouL Why, madam, the poet isd^mn^d. * ' 

Sir John. God forgive you ! that \ vtrj unchari- 
table : you ought not to judge so rashly of any 
Christian • 

N^viroui* [whispers lady Smwi,) Was ever such v 
dunce ? How well he knows the town ! See bow b& 
stares like a stuck pig ! Well, but, sir John, arc yon 
acquainted with any of our fine ladies j^t ? 

Sir John, No j damn your fireships, I have a wife 
of my own. 

LaJy Smari\ Pray, my lady Answcrall, how do yon 
like these preserved oranges ? 

Lady Jmwm Indeed, madam, the only fault I &ld 
IS, that they arc too good. 

Lady Smart. O madam ; I have heard *et3i 
that too good ts stark naught* 

^ 
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ADss drinking pari of a flan ff wine. 

NnerwBi. Piajr, let me drink your tnuC 

Miss. No, indeed* you slian^t drink after met 
Cor joaH kiioir my thoughts. 

Uroami. I kiioir tiiem already ; yoo are think' 
ix^ of a good hudxuKL BcuiHei, 1 cao t41 your 
■omag by yoor mumpiog. 

L«^ Saert. Fny^ my kird^ did i>oC you order 
Ac facdcr to brag up a ta»kard of ow odiotxr <a 
ar Jafaa ? I bdicrc, tiicy atay to brew it^ 

fxr ititfior irais:! mf ibt isskard Pp ik Jilm^ 
£r >iiiL Woc't Tonr ladrdbip fileaie «0 ^i^ 



No^ flir|dbfl; \j6 as a ^very ^>d 

«e£ K nr Jobs; asid I iicipe^ 3^01: awrTt niA» 

axid&tt. of amfdic:^ 
CcmnciL, Tim's iicanBr mdoMK* 
Jhmn, lakr k or ivord vi aoMiri^ md 

y<^ 1— r,^ Vd- ir JiwM- i-'wr dtt. you jjtfe r -? 
ibr ^^aHDL Jw m^ «si s^ sn opr£ oi Xtestiyiiiflar ; 
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Jjijy Smart. I was told ours was very strong. 

Sir John. Ay, mad am ^ strong of the water ; I 
believe the brewer forgot the malt, or the river was 
too near him. Faith, it is mere whip-belly- ven- 
geance ; he that drinks most has the worst share* 

(mL I betkve, sir John, ale is as plenty as water 
at your house* 

Sir Ji^hn. Why, faith, at Christmas we hare 
many comers and goers ; and they must not be «nt 
away without a cup of Christmas ale, for fear tbey 
should p^ — s behind the door. 

L^dy Smart, I Iiear^ sir John has the nicest garden 
in England; they say, "'tis kept so clean, that you 
can't find a place where to spit. 

Sir Jihn. O madam ; you are pleafed to say so. 

Ld^ Sinart. But sir Jolm, your ale is terrlblt 
strong and heady in Derbyshire, and will soon make 
one drunk and sick ; what do you then ? 

$if y&hn. Why, indeed, it is apt to fox one ; 
but our way isj to take a hair of the same dog xxssx 
morning. I take a new laid egg for breakfi^t % mid 
faith, one stjCHjld drink as much after an legg as 
after an ox. 

IJ. Smart, Tom Neverout, will you taste a gbsi 
of October ? 

Ntvermi. No, feith, my lord; I like your 
and I won't pot a churl upon a gentleman ; y« 
honour's claret is good enough for me. 

Lady Smart, What I is this pigeon left formafi* 
ners? colonel, shall I send you the legs and nirap? 

CoL Madam, I could not eat a bit more, if the 
house was fulL 

Ld^ Smart, [caimng a partridge'] Well ; one ilii| 
ride to Rum ford upon tliis knife, it is so blunt. 
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LaJy Atifuy. My lord, I beg your t)«rdon ; but 
they say, an 111 workman never had good tools. 

Ld. Smarts Will your lordship have a wing of it ? 

Ld. Sparkisb. No, my lord ; I love tlie wing of 
an ox a great deal better. 

Ld. Smart. I 'm always cold after eating. 

Col. My lord, they say, that 's a sign of long 
life. 

Ld. Smart. Ay ; I believe I shall Jive till all my 
friends are weary of me. 

CoL Pray, does any body here hate cheese ? I 
Dmuld be ^ad of a bit. 

Ld. Smart. An odd kind of fellow dioaed with me 
t* other day ; and when the cheese came upon the 
table, he pretended to faint; so soitiebody said. 
Pray take away the cheese: No, said I; pray, take 
away the fool : said I well ? 

Here a loud and large taugh. 

Cd. Faith, my lord, you served the coxcomb 
right enough ; and therefore I wish we had a bit of 
your lordship's Oxfordshire cheese. 

Ld. Smart. Come, hang saving ; bring us up a 
Balfp'orth of cheese. 

Lady Answ. They say, cheese digests every thing 
Iput itself. 

A Footman brings a great whole cheese. 

Ld. Sparkish. Ay ; this would look handsome, if 
any body should come in. 

Sir John. Well ; I 'm weily brostcn, as they sayn 
io Lancashire. 

Lady Smart. O I sir John ; I wou d I had some- 
thing to brost you withal. 

Ld. SmarL 
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Ld* Smart, Come, they say, *tis tnerry in the haD 
when beards wag alL 

Lady Smarh Mbs, shall I help you to some cheese, 
0r will you carve for yourself? 

Nfvermn* 1 11 hold fifty pounds^ miss won't col 
the cheese, 

Mi$i, Pray, why so, Mr, Nevcrout ? 

Niver&ut. O^ there is a reason^ aad you kjuiMr 
it well enough* 

Mhs, I can *t for my liic understand what the 
gentleman means, 

U, Smari, Pr^y» Tom, change the discourse : 
in troth you arc too bad* 

CoL [whs per s Never ant'] Smoke miss ; iaith, yoa 
have made her fret like gum taffeta. 

L&dySman, Well^ but, miss, (hold your tongue, 
Mr. Nevcrout) shaU I cut you a piece of cheese } 

Miss. Wo, really, madam ; I have dined this half 
hour. 

Lady Smart, What ! quick at meat, quick at 
work, they say- 
Sir Ji^bn md$* 

Ld. Smart, What ! arc you sleepy, sir John ? h 
you sleep after dinner ? 

Sir John. Ifes, faith ; I sometimes take a nap 
after my pipe ; for when the belly is full, the bones 
would be at rest. 

Lady Smart. Come, colonel ; help yourself, aa«l 
your friends will love you the better. \f$ Liij 
^niw,] Madam, your Lidyship eats nothing. 

La^ AnsWu Lord, madam, I have fed likctfir* 
mer : I shall grow as fat as a porpoise ; I swear, niy 
jaws are weary of chewing. 



i 



tlAtOGVE iu 353 

Col. I have a mind to eat a piece of that sturgeon^ 
but fear it will make me sick. 

Ncverout. A rare soldier indeed ! let it alone, and 
1 warrant it won't hurt yoii, 

CoL Well ; it would vex a dog to see a pudding 
creCp. 

Sir John rises. 

Ld. Smart. Sir John, what are you doing ? 

Sir John. Swolks, \ must be going, by*r lady ; 
1 have earnest business ; I must do as the beggars 
do, go away when I have got enough. 

Ld. Smart. Weil ; but stay till this bottle 's out J 
you know, the man was hang'd that left his liquor 
behind him : and besides, a cup in the pate is a 
mile in the gate; and a spur in the head is worth two 
in the heel. 

5/r John. Come then ; dne brimmer to all your 
healths. [The footman gives him a glass half full. ^ 
tray, friend, what was the rest of this glass made 
for ? an inch at the top, friend, is worth two At the 
bottom. [He gets a brimmer, and drinks it oJ^.'\ 
Well, there 's no deceit in a brimmer, and there 's 
no false Latin in this ; your wine is excellent good, 
so t thank you for the next, for I am sufe of this : 
madam, has your ladyship any commands in Der- 
byshire ? i must go fifteen miles to night. 

Lady Smart. None, sir John, but to take care 
of yourself ; and my most humble service to your 
lady unknown. 

Sir John. Well, madam, I can but lore and 
thank you. 

Lady ^mart. Her^, bring water to wash ; tho* 

Vol. VIU. A a really. 
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Vcally, you have all eaten so little, that you hatd 
not need to wash your mouths. 

Ld. Smart. But, prithee, sir John, stay a while 
longer. 

Sir John. No, my lord ; I am to smoke d pipe 
with a friend before I leave the town. 

Col. Why, sir John, had not you better set out 
to morrow ? 

Sir John. Colonel, you forget to morrow is Sun- 
•day. 

Col. Now I always love to begin* a journey on 
Sundays, because I shall have the prayers of the 
church, to presence all that travel by land, or by 
Vvater. 

Sir John. Well, colonel ; thou art a mad fellowr 
'to malce a priest of. 

Neverout. Fie, sir John, do you take tobacco ? 
How can you make a chimney of your mouth ? 

Sir John, [to Neverout."] What ! you don't smoke, 
I warrant you, but you smock. (Ladies, I beg yoiir 
pardon.) Colonel, do you never smoke ? 

Col. No, sir John ; but I take a pipe some- 
times. 

Sir John. Tfaith, one of your finical London 
blades dined with me last year in Derbyshire : so, 
after dinner, I took a pipe ; so my gentleman 
turned away his head : so, said I, what, sir, do 
you never smoke ? so, he answered as you do, 
colonel; no, but I sometimes take a pipe: so he 
took a pipe in his hand, and fiddled with it till he 
'broke it : so, said I, pray, sir, can you make a 
pipe? so, he said, no; so, said I, why then, sir, it 
•you can't make a pipe, you should not break i 
pipe ; so, we all laughM. 

U 
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Ld. Smoi'i. Well ; but, sir John, they say, that 
the corruption of pipes is the generation of stop- 
pers. 

Si^John. Colonel, I hear you go sometimes to 
Derbyshire; I wish you would come and foul a 
plate with me. 

CoL I hope, you will give me a soldiers bottle. 

Sir John. Come, and try. Mr. Neverout, you 
4ire a town wit ; can you tell me what kind of herb 
is tobacco ? 

Neveroui. Why^ an Indian herb, sir John, 

Sir John. No, *tis a pot-herb ; and so here *S 
t* ye in a pot of my lord's cctober. 

Lady Smart. I hear, sir John, since you are mar-» 
''tied, you have forswore the town. 

Sir John. No, madam ; I ne^er forswore aay 
•thing but the building of churches. 

Lady Smart. Well ; but, sir John, when may we 
hope to see you again in London ? 

Sir John^ Why, madam, not till the ducks have 
eat up the dirt, as the children say. 

Nevercut. Come, sir John: I foresee it will rail) 
terribly. 

Lady Smart. Come, sir John, do nothing rashly; 
let us drink first. 

Ld. Sparkhb. I know sir John will go, though 
he was sure it would rain cats and dogs : but pray 
stay, sir John ; you*ll be time enough to go to bed 
'by candle-light. 

Ld. Smart. Why, sir John, if you most needs 
go; while you stay, make use of your time : here 's 
my service to you, a health to our friends in Derby- 
shire: come, sit down; let us ^ut off the evil hour 
as long as we can. 

A A a Sit 



Jr / 'if. Fzri. I miiiii urc aiii 2 drop more 

: .^ - jr» 'v^:-- 3t I fir srlf, r^urcisl ; bet a 
xa;t ZLi"* ':•■* lis jfisr ''t:~t vil-, 'g'T'rxsg nding 
r* 'liT r.iii T«i5ifc=- I rmr tt t* cL nywifc on 
TierTixT'- :r tii:^-^ ^Ll :c *.:i :^"Z i:l.i —I to pay. 

Z^ "*-';■. y -T-T- 3^ --- -;--^ J -slfh Toa may 

i^ /•' ^ ^-"^ r rir tri*^ sir tL; mycrs of the 

Sr ^if}^ tizjj ij^if, X7i/ fi«: .nrjr. 
LL Stut:, Weil, zijs, zcv do you like sir 
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.'-;ii/. WIt, I :L ti, Lc 'i X !ntk rpon the silly, 
€X 9ui \ celyi-re it Lfc roc il' ric »k in the world : 
bet I ccc"t prt'iTji rj be a Tiire. 

A>vrsi/. Filri, I ccI.cTc, ic was bred at Hog's 
Ncrroc, ^lere :le p-p pLij croa the organs. 

Ld. S^sris.i, ^•V.-y, TcGi, I thecghr you and he 

ScV{r;,u\ Fi::h. he shoJI hive a cUaa threshold 
for rr.t ; I r.tver cjjkcr.c.i his door in my life, 
rei::x:r iz to'An nor couz:ry ; bur he 's a queer old 
rfuit, by my ccnsc'ence ; and ycr, after all, I ukc 
«.iin to ^yC more ^iriv? tr.in root. 

Lad* ^..ar:. \\\;i, crme; a man *s a man, if he 
1,2.5 but a nc^e or. his :r*cc. 

C:?/. I Was once ^^irh him and some other corn- 
par y over a bon'e : and, egad, he fell asleep, .and 
si.G'Vi 3o lurd, that we though: he was driving his 
ho;?s to market. 

Kcvercut, 
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Nevercuf. Why, what ! you can have no more 
of a-cat than her skin ; you can't make a silk purse 
out of a sow's ear. 

LJ. SparkLb. Well, since he 's gone, the devil 
go with him and sixpence ; and (here 's money and 
company too. 

Nev'.rout. Faith, he 's a true country put. Pray, 
miss, let me ask you a question ? 

Miss. Well ; but don't ask questions with a dirty 
face : I warrant, what you have to say will keep 
cold. 

Col. Come, my lord, against you are disposed : 
here 's to all that love and honour you. 

Z.//. Sparkhb. Ay, that was always Dick Nimble's 
health. I 'm sure you know he 's dead. 

Col. Dead ! well, my lord, you love to be a mes- 
senger of ill news : I 'm heartily sorry ; but, my 
lord, we must all die. 

Ncverout. I knew him very well : but, pray, how 
came he to die ? 

Mis^. There 's a question ? you talk likp a poti- 
cary : why, because he could live no longer. 

Neverout. Well ; rest his soul : we must live by 
the living, and not by the dead. 

Ld. Sparkish. You know, his house was burnt 
down to the ground. 

Col. Yes ; it was in the news. Why, fire and 
water are good servants, but they arc very bad 
masters. 

Ld. Smart. Here, take away, and set down a 
bottle of burgundy. Ladies, you Ml stay and drink 
a glass of wine before you go to your tea. 
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All taken away 9 and the wiHe set dowt, y^^ 

Miss gives Nfverout a smart finch. 

Neverout. Lord, miss, what d'ye mean ? d*j^ 
think I have no feeling ? 

Miss. I*m foi'c'd to pinch, for tlic times are 
hard. 

Neveraut. [giving miss a pinchj] Take that, miss j 
^liat 's sauce for a goose is sauce for a gander. 

Mss, \jcreaming.'] Well, Mr. Neverout, that 
shall neither go to Heaven nor Hell with you. 

Neverout. yakes miss by the hand.'] Come, miss, 
let us lay all quarrels aside, and be friends. 

Miss. Don't be so teasing : you plague a body 
60 ! can*t you keep your filthy hands to yourself ? 

Neverout. Pray, miss, where did you get that 
picktooth case ? 

Miss. I came honestly by it. 

Neverout. I 'm sure it was riiine, for I lost yxsX 
Bifch a one ; nay I don't tell. you a lip. 

Miss. No ; if you lie, it is much. 

Neverout, Well ; I 'm sure 'tis mine. 

Mss. What ! you think every thing is yours^ 
but a little the king has. 

NiV rr.it. Colonel, you have seen my fine pick- 
tpoth ca e ; don't you think this is the very same ! 

Col, Indeed, miss, it is ver)^ like it. 

7l/w. Ay ; what he says, you '11 swear. 

Neverout. Well ; but I '11 prove it to be mine. 

A//<j. Ay, do if yon c.n. 

Ntvcrout, Why, what's your^ is. mine, and 
what 's mine is my own, 

* Miis. 
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Miss. Well, run on till you're weary; nobody 
holds you. 

Neverout gapes. 

Col. What, Mr. Neverout, do you gape for 
preferment i . 

Neverout. Faith, I may gape long enough, be^ 
fore it falls into my mouth. 

Lady Smart. Mr. Neverout, my lord and I in* 
tend to beat up your quarters one of these days : I 
bear you live high. 

Keveroui. Yes, £uth, madam ; I live high, and 
lodge in a garret. 

CcL But, miss, I forgot to tell yoa, that Mr. 
Kcreroot got the devilishest fall in the pari^ to* 
day. 

SSu. I hope he did not hurt the ground : but 
hem was it, Mr. Neverout ? I wish I had beeo 
ittzz :d laugh. 

He^erzMt. \\liy, madam, it was a place where a 
CQcko^ bad been buried, and one of bis homi 
ibcki^g ojt, I happened to sounble againit it; 
thsr vas all. 

LMiy Smmrt. Ladies, kt us leave die gentle- 
WKZL to Thrmylres ; I think k is ttme to go to 
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CoL Ay, tny lord ; and pray, let him carry off 
the dead men, as we say in the army. 

[gleaning the empty bottles!] 

JJi. Spariish. Mr. Ncyerout, pray, is not that 
botde full ? 

Nevprout. yes, my lord ; foil of emptiness. 

Ld. Smart. And, d* yc hear, John, bring clean 
glas§e?. ' 

CoL I '11 keep mine ; for I think, wine is the best 
^ianor to wash glasses in. 
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The Ladies at tbeir tea. 
Lady Smart. 

W ELL, ladies ; now let us have a cup of dis- 
course to ourselves. 

Lady Answ. What do you think of your friend, 
sir John Spendall ? 

Lady Smart. Why, madam, 'tis happy for him 
that his father was born before him. 

Miss. They say, he makes a very ill husband to 
my lady. 

Lady Anfw. But he must be allowed to be the 
fondest father in the world. 

Lady Smart. Ay, madam, that *s true ; for they 
say, the devil is kind to his own. 

Miss. I aq:) told, my lady manages him to admi- 
ration. 

Lfidy Smart. That I believe, for she 's as cunning 
^ a dead pig, but not half so honest. 

Lady Answ. TJiey say, she 's quite a stranger to 
all his gallantries. 

Lady Smart. Not at all ; but you know, there 's 
none so blind as they that woi) 't see. 

Miss. O, madam, lapi told, she watches him as a 
pat would watch a mouse. 

Lady Answ. Well, if she ben't foully belied, she 
pays him in his own coin. 

JJidf Smart. Madam, Ifapcy Ik|ipwyourthpug|its, 
^ well as if I were within ypu/ 

Lady 
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Lady Answ. Madam, I was t' other day in company 
with Mrs. Clatter ; I find she gives herself airs of 
being acquainted with your ladyship. 

MUs. O ! the hideous creature ! did j-ou obsenre 
her nails ? they were long enough to scratch her 
grannum out of her grave. 

Lady Smart. Well, she and Tom Gosling were 
banging compliments backward and forward: it 
look*d like two asses scrubbing one another. 

Miss. Ay, claw me, and I '11 claw you : but, pray, 
madam, who were the company ? 

Lady Smart. Why there was all the world, and his 
wife ; there was Mrs. Clatter, lady Singular, thd 
countess of Talkham (I should have named her 
first), Tom Gosling, and some others, whom I hav4 
forgot. 

Lady Answ. I think the countess is very sickly. • 

Lady Smart. Yes madam ; she '11 never scratch a 
gray head, I promise her. * 

Miss. And, pray, what was your conversation ? 
. Lady Smart. Why, Mrs. Clatter had all the talK 
to herself, and was perpetually complaining of her 
misfortunes. 

Lady Answ. She brought her husband ten thou- 
sand pounds : she has a town house and country 
house : would the woman have her a — hung with 
points ? 

Lady Smart. She would fain be at the top of the 
house before the stairs are built. 

Miss. Well, comparisons are odious ; but she's 
as like her husband as if she were spit out of his 
mouth ; as like as one egg is to another: pray, how 
was she drest ? 

Lady Smart. Why, she was as fine as fi' pence; 

but, 
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but, truly, I thought there was more cost than wor- 
ship. 

Lady Answ. I don 't know her husband : pray what 
is he ? 

Lady Smart, Why, he 's a counsellor of the law ; 
you must know he came to us as drunk as David'^ 
^w. 

Miss. What kind of creature is he ? 

Lady Smart. You must know, the man and his 
wife are coupled like rabbits, a fat and a lean ; he 's 
^ fat as a porpus, and she 's one of Pharaoh^s lean 
kinc : the ladies and Tom Gosling were proposing a 
party at quadrille; but he refused to make one: 
Damn your cards^ said he, they are the devil^s 
books* 

Lady Answ. A dull, unmannerly brute ! well, God 
send him more wit, and me more money. 

Mss. Lord! madam, I would not keep «uch 
company for the world. 

Lady Smart. O miss, *tis nothing when you arc 
used to it : besides, you know, for want of com- 
pany, welcome trumpery. 

Miss. Did your ladyship play ? 

Lady Smart. Yes, and won ; so I- came off with 
^ddlers fare, meat, drink, and money. 

Lady Answ. Ay ; what says Pluck ? 

Miss. Well, my elbow itches ; I shall change bed- 
fellows. 

Lady Smart. And my right hand itches ; I shall 
receive money. 

Lady Answ. And my right eye itches ; I shall cry. 

Lady Smart. Miss, I Iiear your friend mistress 
Giddy has discarded Dick Shuttle : pray, has she 
got 2^nother lover ? 

i/Uss. 
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Miss. I hear of none. 

Lady Smart. Why, the fellow 's rich, and I think 
she was a fool to throw out her dirty water before 
slie got clean. 

Lady Answ. Miss, that *s a very handsome gown of 
'yours, and finely made ; very genteel. 
A£ss, I am glad your ladyship likes it. 
Lady Answ. Your lover will be in raptures ; it 
becomes you admirably. 

Miss. Ay ; I assure you I won't take it as I have 
done ; if this won t fetch him, the devil fetch him, 
say I. 

Lady Smart. [To lady Amw.] Pray, madam, wlicn 
'did you see sir Peter Muckworm ? 

Lady Amw. Not this fortnight j I hear he 's laid 
' up with the gout. 

Lady Smart. What does he do for it ? 
Lady An^w. I hear he 's weary of doctoring it, 
and now makes use of nothing but patience and 
flannel. 

Miss. Pray how does he and my lady agree ? 
Lady Amw. You know he loves her as the devil 
loves holy water. 

Miss. They say, she plays deep with sharpers, 
that cheat her of her money. 

Lady Answ. Upon my word, they must rise early 
that would cheat her of her money ; sharp 's the word 
with her ; diamonds cut diamonds. 

Miss. Well, but I was assured from a good hand, 
that she lost at one sitting to the tune of a hundred 
guineas ; make money of that. 

Lady Smart. Well, but do you hear that Mrs. 
Plump is brought to bed at last ? . 

Miss. And pray, what has God sent her ? 

Lady 
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Lady Smart. Why, guess if you can. 

Mia. A boy, I suppose. 

Lady Smart. No, you are out ; guess again. 

Miss., A girl th^n. 

Lady Smart. You have hit it ; I believe you arc a 
witch. 

Miss. O madam, the gentlemen say, all fine ladies 
arc witches ; but I pretend to no such thing. 

Lady Answ. Well she had good luck to draw Tom 
Plump into wedlock -, she ris' with her a — upwards. 

Miss. Fie, madam ; what do you mean ? 

Lady Smart. O miss, Vis nothing what we say 
among ourselves. 

MiiS. Ay, madam ; but they say, hedges have 
eyes, and walls have cars. 

Lady Answ. Well, miss, I can 't help it ; you know, 
I 'm old Telltruth ; 1 love to call a spade a spade. 

Lady Smart, [mistakes the teatongs for the spoonj] 
What ! I think my wirs are a wool-gathering to day. 

Miss. Why, madam, there was but a right andi 
wrong. 

Lady Smart. Miss, I hear that you and lady Coupler 
are as great as cup and can. 

Lady Answ. Ay, miss, as great as the devil and the 
carl of Kent. 

Lady Sm^irt. Nay, I am told you meet togetlier 
with as much love as there is between the old cow 
and the haystack. 

MJss. I own I love her very well ; but there's dif- 
ference between staring and stark mad. 

Lady Smart. They say, she begins to grow fait. 
* Miss. Fat ! ay, fat as a hen in the forehead. 

Lady Smart. Indeed, lady Aaswerall (pray forgive 

me) 



;366 POLITE coiiVE&sATidir* 

me) I think your lady ship looks ihinncr than whcft I 
tK^w you last. 

Miis. Indeed, madam, I think not ; but your lady^ 
ship is one of Job's comforters. 

Lady Jmtu. Well, no matter how I look; lam 
bought and sold : but really, miss, you arc so vcgf 
obliging, that I wish I were a handsome young Jord 
for your sake. 

Mss. O madam, your love's a million. 

Lady Smart [to lady Jnsw,'] Madam, will your 
ladyship let me wait on you to the play to morrow ? 

Lady Jnsw. Madam, it becomes me to wait on 
your ladyship. 

Afiii. What, then, l*m turn'd out for a wrangler! 

The gentlemen come in to the ladies to drink tea. 

Miss. Mr.Neverouf, we wanted you sadly ; you are 
always out of the way when you should be hang'd. 

JNeverouL You wanted me ! pray, miss, how do 
you look when you lie ? 

Alirs. Better than you when you cry. Manners 
indeed ! I find you mend like sour ale in summer. 

Nev2rout. 1 beg your pardon, miss ; I only meant, 
when you lie alone. 

Miss. That 's well turn'd ; one turn more would 
have turned you down stairs. 

Neverout. Come, miss, be kind for once, and 
order me a dish of coffee. 

Miss. Pray, go yourself; let us wear out the oldest: 
besides, I can 't go, for I have a bone in my leg. 

Col, They say, a woman need but look on her 
apronstring to find an excuse. 

. Niverout. Why, miss, you are grown so peevish, 
a dog would not live with you. 
\ . Aliss* 
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oifence, T hope; but truly in a little time you iniend 
to make the colonel as bad as yourself; and that's as 
bad as can be. 

f^ Nivermf^ My lord, don*l you think miss improrei 
wonderfully of late ? why, miss, if I spoil the coIo* 
Hel, t hope you will use him as you do me; for you 
know, luve me, love my dog. 

CoL How 's that, Tom ? Say that again : why, if 

^1 am a dog, shake hands^ brother. 

Here a greats loud^ Img laugh, 

LL Smari. But pray, gentle men , why always so 
severe upon poor miss? on my conscience, colonel 
iuid Tom Ncverout, one of you two are both knaves. 

Coi. My lady Answerall, I intend to do myself 
,the honour of dining with your ladyship to morrow. 

Lady Aftiw, Ay, colonel, do, if you can, 
, Mtss, I *m sure you'll be glad to be welcome. 

CoL Miss, I thank you; and to reward you, I 'II 
come and drink tea with you in the morning. 

Miss. Colonel, there 's two words to that bargain* 

CoL [t& lady Smart ^ Your ladyship has a very fine 
watch ; well may you wear it. 
^ Lady Smart. It is none of mine, colonel. 

CoL Pray, whose is it then ? 
. Lady Smart. Why, >is my lord's ; for they say a 
married woman has nothing of her own, but her 
wedding-ring and her hair-lace ; but if wrumen had 
been the law makers it would have been better. 

CqL This watch seems to be quite new. 

Lady Sman. No, sir; it has been twenty years in 
my lord's family ; but ^art put a new case and dial 
plate to it. 
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' Neverout, .Why, that's for all the world like tbc 
man, who swore he kept the same kmfe forty years^ 
only he sometimes changed the haft^ and sometimei 
the blade. 

Ld. Smart. Well, Tom, to give the devil his due, 
thou art a right woman^s man. 

CoL Odd so ! I have broke the hinge of my snuff 
box ; I *m undone beside the loss. 
• Miss. Alack-a-day, colonel ! I vow I had rather 
liave found forty shillings. 

Neverout. Why, colonel; all that I can say to 
comfort you, is, that you must mend it with a new 
one* 

Miss laugbs. 

Cot. What, miss ! you can *t laugh, but you must 
show your teeth. 

Miis. I'm sure you show your teeth, when yotl 
can't bite : well, thus it must be, if we sell ale. 
, Neverout. Miss, you smell very sweet; I hope 
you don *l carry perfumes. 

Miss'. Perfumes ! No, sir ; I'd have you to know; 
it is nothing but the grain of my skin. 

Col. Tom, you have a good nose to make a poor 
man's sow. 

Ld.Sparkhb. So, ladies and gentlemen, methinks 
you are very witty upon one another : come, box it 
about ; 'twill come to my father at last. 

CoL Why, my lord, you see miss has no mercy ; 
1 wish she were married ; but I doubt the gray mare 
would prove the better horse. 

Miss. Well, God forgive you for that wish. 
Ld.Sparkish. Never fear him, miss. 

Miss. What, my lord, do you think I was bom 
in a wood, to be afraid of an owl ? 

Ld. 
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r* What have you to say to that, colonel f 

^i^everQut, O my lord, my friend the colonel scorns 
set his wit against a child, 
Miss^ Scornful dogs will eat dirty puddings, 
CuL Well, miss; they say, a woman's tongue ii 
the last thing about her that dies ; therefore let *s kisi 
and be friends. 
r Mu!. Hands off! that's meat for yourmaster. 
^1 Ld^ Sparkiih* Faith, colonel, you are for ale and 
^cakcs ; but after all, miss, you are too severe | you 
would not meddle with your match, 

Mss. All they can say, goes in at one car and out 
It t' other for me^ I can assure you : only I wish they 
would be quiet, and let me drink my tea* 

J^^ermt. What ! I warrant you think all Is lost 

Pthat goes beside your own moutli. 
Mm* Pray, Mr. Neverout, hold your tongue for 
once, if it be possible; one would think you were a 
woman in man's clothes by your prating^ 

Never out. No, miss ; it is not liandsome to sec 
one hold onc*s tongue : besides, I should slobber my 
fingers. 

C?/, Miss, did you never hear, that three women 

rd a goose arc enough to make a market ? f 
Mm. Vm sure, if Mr. Ncvcrout or you wtrfe 
among them, it would make a fair. 

H FQOtman camcs in* 

H Lady Smart, IlerCj take away the tea-uble, and 
bring up candles. 
Lady Amsw. O madam, no candles yet, I beseech 
^you ; dcMi 't let us burn daylight. 
H Nri^erQut, I dare swear, mi^ for her part wiU 
nerer burn dayliglrt, if siie Cin help it. 
Vol, VIU. Bb Ma. 
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Miss. Lord, Mr. Ncverout, one can *t hear one*s 
own ears for you. 

Lady Smart. Indeed, madam, it is blindmairs 
holiday ; we shall soon be all of a colour; 

Never ouL Why, then, miss, we may kiss where 
Ve like best. 

Mss. Fogh ! these meii talk of nothing but 
jcissing, \Sbe spits. 

Neverout. What, miss, does it make your mouth 
Water ? 

Lady Smarts It is as good be in the dark as with- 
out light •, therefore pray bring in candles : they, say, 
women and linen show best by candlelight : come, 
gentlemen, are you for a party at quadrille ? 

CoL i '11 make one with you three ladies. 

Lady Jnsw. I '11 sit down, and be a stander by. 

Lady Smart. [/^ Lady jinswJ] Madam, does your 
ladyship never play ? 

CoL Yes; I suppose her ladyship plays some- 
times for an egg at Easter. 

Neverout. Ay ; and a kiss at Christmas. 

Lady Ans2v. Come, Mr. Neverout, hold your 
tongue, and mind your knitting. 

Ncverout. With all my heart j kiss my wife, and 
welcome. 

The Colonel, Mr. Neverout, Lady Smart, and Mss, go 
to quadrille, and sit there till three in the morning. 

They rise from cards. 

Lady Smart. Well, miss, yoii '11 have a sad hus- 
band, you have such good luck at cards. 

Neverout. Indeed, miss, you dealt me sad cards; 
if^rou deal so ill by your friends, what will you do 
with your enemies ? 
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Lactf Answ. I 'm sure *tis time for honest folks to 
be abed. 

Miss. Indeed my eyes draw straws. 

She '/ almost asleep. 

Neverout. Why, miss, if you fall asleep, soine* 
body may get a pair of gloves. 

Col. I 'm going to the land of Nod. 

lieverout. Faith, I 'm for Bedfordshire. 

Ladj Smart. I *m sure I shall sleep without rock- 
ing. 

Neverout. Miss, I hope you'll dream of your 
sweetheart. 

Miss. O, no doubt of it : I believe I shan't be 
able to sleep for dreaming of him. 

Col. [to Alm.J Madam, shall I have the honour 
to escort you ? 

Affjj. No, colonel, I thank you ; my mamma has ' 
sent her chair and footmen. Well, my lady Smart, 
I '11 give you revenge whenever you please. 

Footman comes in. 
Footman. Madam, the chairs are waiting. 

They all take their chairs^ and go off. 
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DECREE 

FOR CONCLUDING TB£ T&BATY BETWEBV 

DR. SWIFT AND MRS. LONG. 

Whereas it hath been signified to us, that 
there is now a treaty of acquaintance on foot, be- 
tween Dr. Swift, of Leicester fields, of the one part, 
and Mrs. Long *, of Albemarle street, on the other 
part : And whereas the said Dr. Swift, upon the 
score of his merit and extraordinary qualities, doth 
claim the sole and undoubted right, that all persons 
whatsoever shall make sucli advances to him as he 
pleases to demand -j- : any law, claim, custom, 

privilege 

* This lady, sister to sir James Long, figured high in tbt 
fashionable world ; nnd is distinguished among those of the first 
quality in " The British Court, a porm, 1707." Dr. Swift's ac- 
vquaintance with her was but of short duration, havmg com- 
menc;-d, through the Vnnhomrigh family, in 1709: and m** 
find, in the Journnl to Stella, Sept. J3, 17 10, that she had then 
" broke up house, and gone into tJie countr)' ;" owing, as ap- 
pears Sept. 16, to pecuniary distresses. She retired to Lynn, 
in Norfolk, where she maintained a correspondence with Dr. 
Swift; who acknowled£>e8 the receipt of letters from her, 
Oct. 30, Nov. 12, and IXc. 10, i-710. Tlie last she wrote to 
him, dated Nov. j8, 171 t, . d^*scribing her situation in tbt 
country, where she a«;sumed the name of Smyth, is printed in 
yol. XI. p. iy8. SliC died Dec. 22, 1711: tind is lamented, 
with marks of the truest friendship, by Dr. Swifl, who has 
exhibited sonic traits of her character, in the Journal of 
Dec. aj. See also a letter by the dean to a friend, occasioocd b/ 
her death, in the nineteenth volume of this collection. 

f - " When 1 lived in England," Says the dean to miss Hoadljr» 
June 4, I7J4, '* once every year 1 issued out an edict, era- 

naodiof 
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privilege of sex, beauty, fortune, or qimlity, to 
the contrary notwithstanding: And whereas the said 
Mrs. Long, humbly acknowledging and allowing 
the right of the said doctor, doth yet insist upon 
certain privileges and exceptions, as a Lady of the 
Toast, which privileges, she doth allege, are ex- 
cepted out of the doctor's general claim> and which 
she cannot betray without injaring the whole body 

^whereof she is a member; by which impediment, 
the said treaty h not yet brought to a conclusion ; 
to the great grievance and damage of Mrs, Van- 
homrigh, and her fair daughter Hessy : And 
whereas the decision of this weighty caus^ is re-* 
fcrrcd to us, in our judicial capacity : We, out of 
our tender regard to truth and justice, having heard 
and duly considered the allegations of both parties, 
do declare, adjudge, decree, and determine. That 
the said Mrs. Long, notwithstanding any privileges 
she may claim as aforesaid as a Lady of the Toast, 
shall, without essoin or demur, in two hours after 
the publishing of this our decree, make all advances 

i to the said doctor, that be sh^ll demand ; and that 
the said advances shall not be made to the said 
doctor as tm hammi sans comequence^ but purely upon 
account of his great merit. And we do hereby 
strictly forbid the said Mrs, Vanhomrigh, and her 
fair daughter Hessy, to aid, abet, comfort, or en- 
courage, her the said Mrs* Long In her disobe* 
dience for the future. And, in consideration of the 
said Mrs, Long's being a Toast, we think it just 

inandmg that all Jadiei of wit, sense, merit, an4 C)uality, who 
had on ambUioo to be acquainted wtlh me^ ihoulil make die ^rst 
advances at their periU** 

B fi 3 and 



374 BXGRIE FOR A TREATT^ &C« 

and reasonable, that the said doctor should pentiit 
her, in all companies, to give herself the repu- 
tation of being 6ne of his acquaintance ; which no 
other lady shall presume * to do, upon any pre- 
tence whatsoever, without his especial leave and 
license first had and obtained. 

By especial command, G. V. Homrigh -f-.' 

' * The indignation he expresses against the countess of Bc4Ia« 
mont, on her claiming acquaintauce with him, is a striking 
instance of his peculiarity. See Journal to Stella, April 24^ 

t The signature of some relation of Vanessa ; her sister s namo 
was Mary. 
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A NEW PROPOSAL 

fOR. THE BETTER REGULATION AND IMPROVE- 
MENT OF QUADRILLE *. 



Ridiculutn acri 



Fortius & melius, &;c. Hor. Sat. I. x. 14; 

Whereas the nable game of Quadrille hath 
been found, by experience, to be of great use and 
benefit to the commoriwealth ; particularly as it helps 
to kill tm€y that lies heavy upon our hands ; and to 
pass away life, which seems too long while we have [j 
it, and, too short when we come to part with it: as 
it suppresses all wit in conversation, which is apt to 
turn into scandal ; all politicks, which are? offensive 
to ministries and governments; and all reading, 
which is injurious to the eyes, especially by candle 
light : as it destroys pride effectually, by bringing 

* Dr. Josiah Hort, the author of this Proposal, was ra^dc 
bishop of Kilmore, July 27, 1727 5 and translated to Tuam, 
Jan. 27, 1741. He published a volume of Sermons, 8vo, 1738 j 
and died in 1752. That he was the author, and Dr. Swift the 
editor, of tliis little treatise*, is plain from their respective letters, 
vol. XIII. pp. 250, 459. It having given umbrage to Serjeant 
Bettes worth, a member of parliament, he preferred a complaint 
to the House of Commons, then sitting, who voted Faulkner, 
the printer, into close confinement, for not discover ing the 
author, then universally supposed to be Dr. Swift, against whom 
some sharp invectives were consequently thrown out by Bettes- 
worth and other members 5 which provoked the Dean to reta- 
liate, by *• The Legion Club," and some other verses in this 
collection. See vol. VIII, p. 208- 

B B 4 the 
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the noble and ignoble, the learned and the ignorant, 
the prode and the coquet, wives, widows^ and 
maids, to one common level ; giving prefereiKc of 
tlie best place and warmest comer, not according to 
the fantastical distinctions of birth * qiultt)'^ Md 
station, but by equal lot : as it is a sovereign cure 
for animosities, making people good friends for the 
time being, who heartily hate one another : as u 
prevents the squab bles, so frequent among other 
dealers, about the weight of gold, and gives tlie 
lightest the same value and currency with the hea- 
viest; which is no small advantage to i he publick 
tt this juncture, when change is grown so scarce: 
and, to name no more, as it enables the butler to 
go as fine gs bis masterj without an increase of 
wages : 

And whereas, for want of true taste and relish of 
the said noble game, divers ladies arc tardy, and 
come late to the rendezvous, being detained by the 
paltry cares of a family, or a nap after dinner, or by 
hooking in a few street visits at doors where they ex- 
pect to be denied, and' are sometimes crucHy bit; 
while the true p^^ff0rs and adep^s^ who consider the 
shortness of human life and the value of precious 
time, arc impatiently waiting for such loiterers, an4J 
curse innocent clocks and watches that arc forced lo^ 
Hi in justification of their tardiness: 

Now, in order to cut off those frivolous pretences, 
and prevent lliose ill bred and injurious practices for 
the future; and to die intent that every Udy 
have due notice of the appointed hour ; it i$ hcrebj 
proposed, that a subscription be set on fuoc, fur 
eri'Cfing a square tower in the middle of St. Steplieu s 
Green ; and that a bdl be hun^ in the same* h 

eJ50U|fl 
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Enough to be heard distinctly over the parishes of 
St. Anne^ St. Andrew, and St Peter; and, in calrti 
evenings, as far as the parish of St. Mary, for the 
benefit of the graduates dwelling there : that the 

■ said bell, for greater solemnity, shall be christened*, 
according to the rites and ceremonies of the Roman 
church ; and lliat the godfathers shall be K. C and 
M, J. and the godmothers L. M, and R, E* who 
shall call it The Great Tom nf ^adnUe: that the 
6aid bell shall be tolled by the butlers of St. Ste- 
phen's Green and Dawson Street, in their turns, 

k beginning exactly a quarter beftire six in the evening, 
and ending precisely at six. In the mean time, m 
the little church bells shall cease their babblings, to 
the end Tom may be more distinctly heard. 

And if, upon such legal notice, any lady of the 
pany shall not be ready on tlic spot, to draw for her 
place before the last stroke of Tom, she shall lay 
down five shillings on the table, by way of fine, 
for the use of the poor of the parish, being pro- 
fcstants; or, on failure thereof, she shall not han- 

■ die a card that night, but Dummy shall be substi- 
~ tuted in her room. 

And, tliat parties may not be disappointed, by 
excuses of a cold or otiier slight indispcjsitions, when 
■^ it is too late to beat up for a new recruit ; it is pro- 
posed, that no such excuse shall be admitted, un- 
less the same be certified under the hand of some 

graduate physician, Dr. Richard T always 

excepted : and for want of such' certificate, the dc- 
faultress to be, amerced, as aforesaid, at the next 
meeting* And it is farther proposed, that the said 

* The bells are christened by the papbes^ 

great 
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great Tom shall be tolled a quarter before eleven 
precisely ; after which, no pool shall be made, to 
the intent that the ladies may have a quarter of an 
hour for adjusting their play-purses, and saying their 
prayers : and, in the absence of the buder who is te 
be the bell-hour for the night, it may be lawful for 
a footman to snufF the candles over the ladies* 
shoulders; provided he be a handsome well-dressed 
young fellow, with a clean shirt and ruffles. 

N. B. That Tom is not to toll on Sundays, with- 
out special license from the parish minister ; and this 
not till divine service is over. 

And whereas frequent disputes and altercations 
arise in play between ladies of distinction, insomuch 
that a by-stander may plainly perceive that they pull 
coifs in their hearts^ and part with such animosity, 
that nothing but the sovereign reconciler ^adrille 
could bring them to meet again in one house ; it is 
humbly proposed, for the benefit of trade, that, 
when a question cannot be decided by the com- 
pany, the same shall be immediately set down in 
writing by the bdy who can write the best 
English ; and th.it the case, being thereby stated, 
and ariested by both parties, shall, together with 
the fee of one fish ad valorem^ be laid before the 
renowned Mr. sergeant Bettesworth, who shall be 
appointed arbitrator general in all disputes of this 
kind ; and shall, moreover, have sufficient power 
and authority to give damages for all opprobrious 
languages; and especially for all hints, squints 
innuendoes, leers, and shrugs, or other muscular 
motions of 'evil signification, by which the repu- 
tation of a lady rxuy be afiected, on account of any 

slip 
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slip or miscarriage that may have, happened within 
twenty years last past. 

. And, if any lady should find herself aggrieved 
by the decision of the said Mr. Bettesworth, it shall 
be lawful for her to remove her cause, by appeal, 
before the Upright Man in Essex Street, who, 
having never given a cornipt judgment, may be 
called, next after his holiness at Rome, the only 
infallible judge upon earth; and the said Upright 
Man*s determination shall be final and conclusive to 
all parties. 

And forasmuch as it appears, by experience, 
that this beneficial branch of commerce cannot well 
be carried on without entries to be made in writing, 
which, by their great number, might occasion 
oversights and mistakes, without some prudent re- 
striction ; it is humbly proposed, that all appoint- 
ments, made for any longer time than three months 
to come, shall be declared utterly null and void : 
and in case a lady should happen, upon the day 
prefixed within that term, to be in labour, or to 
be no longer than one week brought to bed ; or if, 
for the unseasonable hours, her husband should 
withhold het pin-money, or chain her by the leg 
to the bed-post; she shall incur no penalty for her 
nonappearance, there being no doubt of her good 
inclination. 

But no plea of a husband newly buried, or of 
weeds delayed by a mantua maker, or any other 
matter of mere fashion or ceremony, shall be in any 
wise admitted. 

And, to the intent that no breach of faith may 
pass unpunished, it is proposed, that the lady 
making default shall, at the next party-meeti;:ig, 

take 
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take the chair nearest the door, or against a cracked 
pannel in the wainscot, and have no skrcen at her 
back, unless she shall give her honour that her me- 
morandum paper was casually left in her folia Com- 
mon Prayer-book at church, and that she only pe- 
rused it there during the collect : in which case her 
punishment shall be respited till the next meeting, 
where she shall produce the same, and vouch it to 
be the true original. 

And lastly, because it sometimes happens that a 
party is broken, and a hand wanting, by misMmer^^ 
and other blunders of servants carrying messages ; 
it 18 proposed, that the servant so offending, if it be 
a valet de cbambrej shall wait in a common livery for 
the space of one month ; and if he be a fooonan, 
the booby shall be tossed in a blanket in the middle 
of Stephen's Green. 

* Wrong-name^. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 

FOR THE 
HONOUR OF THE KINGDOM OF IRELAND. 



1 HIS is to inform the publick, that a gentleman 
of long study, observation, and experience, hath 
employed himself for several years in making col- 
lections of facts, relating to the conduct of divines, 
physicians, lawyers, soldiers, merchants, traders, and 
squires, containing an historical account of the 
most remarkable corruptions, frauds, oppressions, 
knaveries, and perjuries ; wherein the names of the 
persons concerned shall be inserted at full length, 
with some account of their families and stations. 

But whereas the said gentleman cannot complete 
his history w^ithout some assistance from the publick, 
he humbly desires, that all persons, who have any 
memoirs, or accounts, relating to themselves, their 
families, their friemls, or acquaintance, which are 
well attested, and fit to enrich the work, will please 
to send them to the printer of this advertisement : 
and if any of the said persons, who are disposed to 
send materials, happen to live in the country, it is 
desired their letters may be citLcr franked, or the 
post paid. 

This collection is to commence with tfie year 
1700, and be continued to the present year 1738. 
The work is to be entitled, ** The Autlior's Cri- 
tical History of hi} own Times." 

It 
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It is intended to be printed by subscription, in a 
large octavo; each volume to contain five hundred 
facts, and to be sold for a British crown ; the author 
proposeth that the whole work (which will take in 
the period of ihirty-eight years) shall be contained 
in eighteen volumes. 

Whoever shall send the author any accounts of 
.persons, who have performed any acts of justice, 
charity, publick spirit, gratitude, fidelity, or the 
like, attested by indubitable witnesses within the 
same period ; the said facts shall be printed by way 
of appendix at the end of each volume, and no ad- 
dition to the price of the work demanded* But, 
lest such persons may apprehend that the relating of 
these fwrts may be injurious to their reputations, 
their names shall not be set down without particular 
direction. 

N. B. There will be a small number printed on 
royal paper for the curious, at only two British 
crowns. There will also be the effigies of the most 
eminent persons mentioned in this work, prefixed to 
each volume, curiously engraved by Mr. Hogarth. 

Subscriptions are taken in by the*printer hereof, 
and by the booksellers of London and Dublin. 
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THE BLUNDERS, DEFICIENCIES, 

DISTRESSES, AND MISFORTUNES 

OF QUILCA. 

PROPOSED TO CONTAIN ONE AND TWENTY VOLUMES 
IN aUARTO. BEGUN APRIL 20, I724. 

TO BE CONTINUED WEEKLY, 
IP DUE ENCOURAGEMENT BE GIVEN. 



IjUT one lock and a halif in the whole house. 

The key of the garden door lost. 

The empty bottles all uncleanablc. 

The vessels for drink few and leaky. 

The new house all going to ruin before it is 
finished. 

One hinge of the street door broke ofF, and the 
people forced to go out and come in at the back 
door. 

The door of the dean's bedchamber full of large 
chinks. 

The beaufet letting in so much \Vind that it almost 
blows out the candles. 

The dean's bed threatening every night to fall 
under him. 

The little table loose and broke in the joints. 

The passages open over head, by which tlie cati 
pass continually into the cellar and eat the victuals, 
for which one was tried, condemned, and executed 
by the sword. 

The 
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The large table in a very tottering condition. 

But one chair in the house fit for sitting on^ and. 
that in a very ill state of health. 

The kitchen perpetually crowded with savages. 

Not a bit of mutton to be had in the country. 

Want of beds, and a mutiny thereupon among the 
servants, till supplied from Kells. 

An egregious want of all the most common ne- 
cessary utensils. 

Not a bit of turf this cold weather ; and Mrs. 
Johnson and the dean in person, with all their ser- 
vants, forced to assist at the bog in gathering up the 
wet bottoms of old clamps, 

' The grate in the ladies bedchamber broke, and 
forced to be removed, by which they were com- 
pelled to be without fire, the chimney smoking 
intolerably ; and the dean's great coat Was employed 
to stop the wind from coming down the chimney, 
without ^'hich expedient they must have been 
starved to death. 

A messenger sent a mile to borrow an old broken 
tun-dish. 

Bottles stopped with bits of wood and tow, instead 
of corks. 

Not one utensil for a fire, except an old pair of 
tongs, which travels through the house, and is 
likewise employed to take the meat out of the pot, 
for want of a flesh fork. 

Every servant an arrant thief as to victuals and 
drink, and every conicr and goer as errant a tliicf 
of every thing he or she can lay their hands on. 

The spit blunted with poking into bogs for tim- 
ber, and tears the meat to pieces. 

Bclium 
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■ a kitchen war betwcca 

nurse and a nasty crew of both sexes ; she to preserve 

order and cleanliness, they to destroy both ; and 

they generally are conquerors, 

■ April 28. This morning the great foredoor quite 

~ open, dancing backward and forward with all hs 

wciglit upon the lower hinge, which must have been 

^^ broken if the dean had not accidentally come and 

Btclieved it. 

V^ A great hole in the floor of the ladies* chamber j 
^ €very hour hazarding a broken leg- 
Two damnable iron spikes erect on the dean's bed- 
stead, by which he is in danger of a broken shin at 
rising and going to bed- 

The ladies* antl dean's servants growing fast into 
^tlie manners and thieveries of the natives ; the ladies 
^themselves very much corrupted ; the dean perpetu- 
ally storming, and in danger of either losing all hii 
fleshy or sinking into barbarity for the sake of 
peace. 

Mrs, Dingley full of cares for herself, and blun- 
ders and negligence for her friends, Mrs, Johnson 
sick and helpless. The dean deaf and fretting ; the 
Udy*s maid awkward and clumsy ; Robert laz.y and 
forgetful; William a pragmaticalj ignoranti an^^d; 
conceited puppy \ Robin and nurse the two great 
and only supports of the family. 

Bilium iaa^um : or the milky battle^ fought be- 
tween the dean and the crew of ^wi7m ; tlie latter in* 
sisting on their privilege of not milking till eleven 
in the forenoon ; whereas Mrs. Johnson wanted 
milk at eight for her health. In this battle the dean 
got the victory ; but the crew of ^ika begin tore- 
VoL, VIIL C c bcl 
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bel again ; for it is this day almost ten o^clock, and 
Mrs. Johnson has not got her milk. 

A proverb on the latiness and lodgings of the ser- 
vants : The worse their sty — the longer they lie* 

Two great holes in the wall of the ladies* bed- 
chamber, just at the back of the bed, and one of 
them directly behind Mrs. Johnson*s pillow, either 
of which would t^low out a candle in the calmest 
day. 



ARS PUN'ICA, SIVE FLOS LINGUARUM; 

. THE 

ART OF PUNNING; 

OR, 

THE FLOWER OF LANGUAGES; 

IN SEVENTY-NINE RULES: 

FOR 

THE FARTHER IMPROVEMENT OP CONVERSATIOjr, 
AND HELP OF MEMORY. 

BY THE LABOUR AND INDUSTRY OF TOM PUN-SIBI. 



" £x ambigua dicta vel argutisslma putantur ; sed non semper 
** in joco, s^pe etiam in gravitate versantur. — Ingeniosi enim 
*' videtur, vim verbi in aliud atque cateri accipiant, posso 
*' ducere." Cicero, de Oratore, lib, ii, § 6i, 3. 

*' The feeds of Punning are in the minds of all men.*' 

Addison, Spect. N*>tfi., 
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This Treatise, first published at Dublin in 1719, 
was immediately reprinted at London ; where it 
passed through five editions * at least, and wis 
then pretty generally ascribed to Dr. Swift ; and is m 
called his in the Catalogue of the Library of An- y 
thony Collins, esq. ^ It appears, however^ that, 
in this instance, the Dean was only an assistant* 
The piece was written by Dr. Sheridan ; and re- 
ceived several corrections and improvements from 
Dr. Swift Xj Dr. Delany, and Mr. Rochfort. Sec 
the Second Preface to this Tract. 

* In the fifth edition, the exampIoB (xsxi^— snvil) fint 9^ 
peared. They were addexi by Anthony Hanunond, esq.» a com- 
missioner of the navy ; a good speaker in parliament, and wd 
known by the nanoe of '' silver tongued Hammond,*' gives fi(^ 
him by lord fiolingbroke. He wa» a man of wit > but wanfipd 
cpnduct : and had, if we may credit lord Chesterfield, •* all tfte 
" senses but common sense/* He was the father of that elegant 
writer, whose " Love Elegies** breathe the true spirit of Tibnflai. 

t This Library was sold by auction, by T. Ballard, in x 730-31* 
Mr. Collins was particularly curious, in adding the name of the 
Author to every anonymous book in his collection : and when 
we add, that the Catalogue of his Library was drawn op by Dr. 
8yke$ ; whose skill and accuracy in those matters arc weO knows; 
it will be deemed, in most cases, no inconsiderable voucher. 

4 The whole treatise is written, it must be acknowledged, ia 
the strain of humour peculiar to Swift , yet, without being too 
fastidious^ we cannot but lament such a misapplication of litervy 
ingenuity. 
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To the Right Honourable Sir jQhn Scrubs Bart* mi 
AkrcbapJ, ibis Didication Is humbly prffinted by tbf 
Auibor, 



I 



Your Honour's character is too well known in 
the world to stand in need of a dedication ; but I 
can tell you, that my fortune is not so well settled 
but I stand in need of a patron. And therefore, 
since I am to vvrite a dedication, I musr^ for decency, 
proceed in the usual method. 

First, I then proclaim to the world your high and 
illustrious birth : that you ar , by the father s side, 
descended from the most ancient and celebrated 
family of Rome, the Cascas % by the mother's, from 
earl Percy. Some indeed have been so malicious as 
to say, your grandmother kHtd-bir-kin : But, I 
think, if the authors of the report were found out> 
they ought to be hampered. I will allow that the 
world exclaims deservedly against your mother^ 
because she is mfriind to the bonU ; otherwise they 
would deserve ^L^rkin^ as having no grounds for what 
hey say. However, I do not think it can sully your 
me and bright reputation : for the creuit you gained 
it the battle oi Hogshed^ against the duke of Bur^ 
mdy^ who h\t no sham^pain^ w\\tn you foned him 
sink beneath your power, and gave his whole 
\yz brushy may In time turn to your account; 
to my knowledge, it put his highness much 
the fnin This indeed was no less rackmg to 
ing his master, who found himself ^r^^jj-/^^ mis* 
c C I Ukcn, 



3^0 BEDICATIOir. 

taken, in catching a tartar. For the whole world 
allowed, that you brought him a peg lower, by 
giving him the parting-hXow^ and making all his 
rogues in buckram to run. Not to mention your 
great a-gil/iiy^ though you are past your prininage ; 
and may you never lack-age^ with a sparkling wit, 
and brisk imagination ! May your honour also wear 
long^ beyond the common scant-ling of human life, 
and constantly proceed in your musical diversions of 
pipe and sack-but, hunting with iarriersj &c. and 
may your good humour in saying, ** / am-pbor-a- 
bottle,'^ never be lost, to the joy of all them that 
drink your wine for nothing, and especially of. 

Your moft humble servant, 

TOM PUN-SIBI! 
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A SPECIMEN; A SPICE I MEAN. 



PREFACE. 

Hmc liQSt ^ i^ts Pun-icorum annalUm 
Frolataj Iq^^o tempore edtdimus HM, 

I Ve rak*d the ashes of the dead, to show 
PuKS were in vogue five thouiatid years ago. 
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1 HE great and singular advantages of PiiNNiNa, 
and the lustre it gives to conversation, arc commonly 
so little known in the world, that scarce one man of 
learning in fifiy, to their shame be it spoken, ap- 
pears to have the least tuicture of it in his discourse. 
This t can impute to nothing, but that it has not 
been reduced to a scUme; and indeed Cicero seemed 
long ago to wish for it, as we may gather from his 
iccond book De O rat ore ♦, where lie has this re- 
markable passage : *' Suavis autem est ct vehementer 
** ssepe utilis jocus ct facetiae cum ambiguitate — in 
** quibus tu long^ aliis mei sententii, Caesar, cx- 
** celUs : quo magig mi hi etiani testis esse pores, aut 
'* nullam esse artem salts, aut, si qua est, earn no9 
** tu potissimum doccbis " '* Punning is extremely 
** delightful, andoftentimes very profitable; in which, 
** as far as [ can judge, Caesar, you excel all mankind; 
** far which reason you may inform me, whether there 
** be any Art of Punning ; or, if there be> I beseech 



♦ Lib. li, ( lir* 
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** you* above all things, to instruct mc in it.** 
So much was this great man afFcctcd with rhc art, 
and such a noble idea did he conceive of it^ that be 
gave Csesar the preference to all mankind^ only on 
account of that accomplishment ! 

Let critic ks say what they vviU, I will venture to 
affirm, th^t Punning, of all arts and sciences^ b 
the most extraordinary : for all otlicrs arc circom* 
scribed by certain bounds ; but this alone ii found 
to have no limits, because to excel therein requirci 
a more extensive knowledge of all things, A ptinner 
must be a man of the greatest natural abilities, and 
of the best accomplishments : his wit must be poig- 
nant and fruitful, his understanding clear and dis* 
tinct, his imagination delicate and cheerful; he muit 
Iiave an extraordinary elevation of soul, far above all 
mean and low conceptions: and these must be sus* 
tained with a vivacity fit to express his ideas, with 
that grace and beauty, that strcngrh and sweetness, 
which become sentiments so truly noble and sublime* 

And now, lest I should be suspected of imposing 
upon my reader, I must entreat him to consider tiow 
high Plalb has carried his sentiments of this art (and 
Plato Is allowed by all men to have seen farther into 
Heaven than any heathen either before or since). 
Does not he say positively, in his Cratylus, ** Jocos 
ct Dii amant," the gods themselves love punning? 
Which I am apt to belle vc, from Homer's air&f^ 
yfA&jf, unextinguished laughter; because there Is no 
other motive could cause such continued merriment 
among the gods* 

As to the antiquity of this art, Buxtorf proves it 
to be veiy early among the Chaldeans ; which any 
jone may see at large, who will read what he says 

upon 
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upon the word |T3i Pun, ** Vocula est Chaldaeis fami- 
liarissima, &c/' ** It is a word that is most frc* 
quently in use among the Chaldeans; who were first 
instructed in the methods of punning by their magi^ 
and gained, such reputationi that Ptolemaus Philo> 
punn^us sent for six of ibose learned priests, to pro- 
pagite their do£lrine of puns in six of his principal 
cities; which they did with such success, that his 
majesty ordered, by publick edict, to have a full col- 
lection of all the puns made within his dominions 
for three years past ; and this collection filled one 
large apartment of his library, having this following 
remarkable inscription over the door 'lul^uov 4^i^%^fj 
* The shop of the sours physick *." 

Some authors, but upon what grounds is uncer- 
tain, will have Pan, who in the ^Eohc dialect, is 
called Pun, to be the author €f puns, because they 
say, Pan being the god of univcrsaf nature, and 
punning free of all languages, it is highly probable 
that it owes its first origin, as well as name^ to this 
god: others again attribute It to Janus, and for this 
reason — Janus had two faces ; and of consequence 
they conjectured every word he spoke had a double 
meaning. But, hrjwcver, I give little credit to these 
opinions, which I am apt to believe were broached 
tn the dark and fabulous ages of the world ; for I 
doubtj before the first Olympiad, there can be no 
great dependance upon profane history. 

lam much more inclined to give credit toBuxtorf; 
nor is it improbable that Pytliagoras, who spent 
twenty-eight years at Mgypt in his studies, brought 

* Vide Joseph. Bengor. Chronic, in Edit. Georg. Homedlto. 
Serkm GodoU« Tradtt. Hebraiu* Corpus ParafloseonTituloM^ill. 
c, ij \ 8, Chronic. S3m;irlt. Abulphetachi* Mcgillat^TaaniL 

this 
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this art > together with some arcana i 
Greece j the reason for which might be, that phUo-^ 
sophy and punning were a mutual assistance to each 
other: " for, says he^ puns are like so many torch- 
lights in the head, that give the soul a very distinct 
i?icw of those images, which she before seemed to 
grope after as if she had been imprisoned in a duo- 
geon." From whence he looked upon puns to be sa 
sacred, and had such a regard to them, that he left 
a precept to his disciples, forbidding them to eac 
beans, because they were called in Greek W^isk. 
^* Let not/' says he> ** one grain of the seed of beus 
be lost; but preserve and scatter them over all 
Greece, that both our gardens and our fields may 
flourish with a vegetable, which, on account of id 
name, not only brings an honour to our country, 
but, as it disperses its eiEuvia in the air, may aUo 
by a secret impulse prepare the soul for p tinning, 
which I esteem the first and great felicity of hfe,** 

This art being so very well recommended by so 
great a man, it was not long before it spread through 
all Greece, and at last was looked upon to be such 
a necessary accomplishment, that no person was ad- 
Oiitted to a feast who was not first examined; andtf 
he were found ignorant of Punning he was dimisscd 
with *b>!KV ^Vs /S^SijA^j, *^ Ilcnce, ye prophane/* 

If any one doubts the truth of what I say, let him 
consult tlie apophthegms of Plutarch, who, after he 
lial passed several encomiums upon this art, girci 
sonic account of persons eminent in it i among which 
(to ?ihoiten my preface), I choose one of the most il- 
lustrious examples, and will entertain the courteoui 
reader with the following story : ** King Philip had 
** his collar-bone broken in a battle ; and his phy- 

siciao 
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ikian expecting money of him every visits the king 
reproved Jiim with a puni saying, he had the key in 
his own hands/* For the word Khkiu in the original^ 
signifies both a key and collar-bone *. 

We have also several puns recorded in Diogenes 
Lafriiu3> *' Lives of the lliilasaphers/* and those 
made by the wisest and gravest men among them^ 
even by Diogenes the cynick, who, although pre- 
tending to withstand the irresistible charms of pun- 
jiiqgj was cursed with the name of an Abhorrer, 
yet, in spiglit of all his ill-nature and afFectatioa 
(for he was a tpbpreacher)^ he made so excellent a 
pun^ that Scaljger said, '* he would rather have 
been author of it, than king of Navarre." The story 
is as follows : Didymua (not Didymus the commen- 
tator upon Homer J but a famous rake among the 
ladies at Athens) having taken in hand to cure a 
virgin's eye that was sore, had tins caution given 
him by Diogenes, '* Take care you do not corrupt 
your pupil." The word itrfcfr signifying both the 
pupil of the eye and a virgins- 
It would bp endless to produce all the authorities 
that might be gathered, from Diodorus Siculus, 
Herodotus, IVoconosius, Bergseus, Dionysius HaH- 
carnassensis, Lycnphron, Pindar 5 Apolloniui, Me- 
nandcr, Aristophanes, Corinthus Cons, Nonnus, De- 
mosthenes, Euripides, Tliucydides, Plato, Aristotle, 
Sec; from every one of which I should have pro- 
duced some quotations, were it not that we are so 
unfortunate in this kingdom not to have Greek types 



♦ Vide riut, Apophih. p. 177, 



f Sec Lacrtiiis. 
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CnLTLic •'vaK »y»f; virjif j 

I:l zrsji-£ ircsii 'd tie rrcacfsc pusiiz^ir lies. 

Thus Cli-di^ 

Fr'*n wcTd to vrrd th' ambigtioas sense is {daj'd ; 
h2.-^ghlng sooceeds, and jor^ tears arc shed. 



♦ Ibcjczb ;t w DO oDcommoo thing for a coantij printer to be 
withotit Greek tj-pcs, this could scarcclj be a fcrious complaint 
at Dublin in 17 19. 

-t Ixistitat. Orator, lib. vi. p. 265. 

Aad 
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And Martial^ 

Sit mihi, Cinna, comes, sallhls dictlsquefacetus, 
fyii sapit amhiguos fundere ah ofe sonos. 

Cinna, give me the man, when all is done* 
That wisely knoWs to crack a jest and pun. 

Pctronius likewise will tell you, 

Dicta, sales f risus, urbanu crepundia vocUm^ 
Ingenii facilis quce documenta dabunt. 

Jokes, repartees, and laugh, and pun poHte> 
Are the true test to prove a man is right. 

And Lucan : 

IIU esi impetium risus^ qui fraude leporis 
jimhigUa fallens, humeros quatit usque solulis 
Nexibus, ac tremuli trepidant curvamina dorsi, 
Etjecur, et cordis Jihras, et pandit anheku 
Puimonis latehrcLS-^ 



He *s king of mirth, that stily cheslts our 1 

With puD ambiguous, pleasing in suspense i \ 

The shoulders lax become, the bending back 

Upheav*d with laughter, makes our ribs to crack : 

Ev *n to the liver he can joys impart. 

And play upon the fibres of the heatt ; 

Open the chambers of the longues *, and there 

Give longer life in laughing, than in air. 

But to come nearer home, and our own times ; 
we know that France, in the late feign, waa the seat 
of learning and policy ; and what niade it so, but 
the great encouragement the king gave punners 
above any other men : for it is too notorious, to 
quote any author for it, that Lewis le Grand ^ve a 
hundred pustoles for one single pun-motto, made 

* Potius lungs, as a Dutch comzsentator wocdd observe. ' 
4 upon 



39^ I^kEPACft TO THS 

upon an abbot, who died in a field^ having a Illy 
growing out of his a ; 

Habe mortem prse oca! is. 
Abbe mort en prez au cu lis* 

Nor was his bounty less to monsieur dc Ferry dtf 
Lageltre the painter (though the pun and the pic- 
ture turned against himself), who drew his majesty 
shooting, and at some distance from him another man 
aiming at the same fowl, who was withheld by a third 

Eerson pointing at the king, with these words from 
is mouth, 

Ne vojez voui le roy tirant ? 

Having mow, from the best authorities, plainly 
proved the antiquity and excellence of the art of 
Punning, nothing remains but to give some general 
directions as to the manner how this science is to be 
taught. 

1. Let the husband teach his wife to read it. 

2. Let her be appointed to teach her children. 

3. Let the head servant of the family instruct all 
the rest, and that every morning before the master 
and mistress are up. 

4. The masters and misses are to repeat a rule 
every day, with the examples : and every visiting- 
day be brought up, to show the company what fine 
memories they have. 

5. They must go ten times through the book be- 
fore they be allowed to aim at a pun. 

6. They must, every day of their lives, repeat 
Qx synonymous words, or words like in sound, 

before 
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before they be allowed to sit down to dinner. 
Such as. 



Assent, 


Ascent. 


Alter, 


Altar, 


A lass. 


Alass. 


A peer. 


Appear. 


Bark, 


Barque. 


Barbery, 


Baurberrie. 



They are all to be found in metre, most labo- 
riously compiled by the learned author of ^* The 
English School Master,'* printed anno 1641, Lon- 
don edit. p. 52. 

7. If any eldest son has not a capacity to attain to 
this science, let him be disinherited as non compos^ and 
the estate given to the next hopeful child. 



'■ Si quid nwisti rectius isiis 
Candidas imperti : si non, his utere niccum *. 

If any man can better rules impart, 

111 give him leave to do 't with all my' heart ! 



* Hor. Ep. I, I 6j. 
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A Paragraph of the First Treface^ that was omitted i 
which the Reader (according to bis judgment or 
discretion) may insert where be pleases. 

JL HERE is a remarkable passage in Petronius 
Arbiter, which plainly proves, by a royal example, 
that punning was a necessary ingredient to make an 
entertainment agreeable. The words are tl>ese, 
*' Ingerebat nihilominusTrimalchioIentissimavocc, , 
*' Carpe. Ego, suspicatus ad aliquam urbanitatem 
** toties iteratam vocem pertinere, ' non erubui eum 
" qui supra me accumbebat hoc ipsum interrogare* 
** At ille, qui saepius ejusmodi ludos spectaverat, 
*^ Vides, inquit, ilium qui obsonium carpit, Car- 
•* pus vocatur. Itaque quotiescunque dicit Carpe, 
** eodem vcrbo et vocat et imperat/* And it is 
farther remarkable, that every day of his life he 
made the same pun at dinner and supper. 
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A SECOND PREFAGEU 



Lest my modesty shdold be Wllcd ifi qttestioiff^ 
for venturing td appear in prints in an age so famous 
for politeness and ihgehtiity : I think I am bound td 
toy this in liiy own defence. That these few sheet? 
tirere not designed to be made publiek, as being 
tvritten fof my Own prii^ate use : but what will hot 
the impiortuDlity of friends conquer ? They were na 
Sooiier discovered ih my study^ but my itierry friend 
George Rochfort, my learneid acquaintance Patrick 
Delany^ and my much honoured ptatforn Jonathan 
Swift, all unanimously agr^d, that I should do my 
6wn reputation arid the world that justice^ as to 
tend ** such a Treasure of Knowlfcdg^* (as they * 
were pleased to express themselves) to the pfess^ 
As for the work itself, I miay venture to say^ it is <^ 
Work of time and experience, afid entirely unat- 
femptcd before. For which reason, I hope, the 
cahdid reader will be favourable in his judgment 
upon \U and consider, that all sciences in their in- 
fancy have been weak and feeble. The next age 
ftiay Supply where I have been defective ; and the 
ftext perhaps may produce a sir Isaac in Punning, 
We know that logicians first spun out reason in 
catagories, predicaments, and enunciations; and 
at last they came to wind up their bottoms in 
syllogisms, which is the completing of that science. 
VoL.Vm. Di> The 
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The Chaldeans began the mathematicks ; in which 
the Egyptians flourished. • Then these, crossing the 
sea by the fneans of Thales the Milesian^ came 
into Greece, where they were improved very much 
by Pythagoras, Anaxagoras, and Oenopides of Chios. 
These were followed by Brko, Antipho, Hippo- 
crates, &c. But the excellence of the algebraic 
ad: was begun by Geber, an Arabian astronomer 
(whence, as is concisived, the word algebra took 
Its rise) and was much since improved by Car- 
danus, Tartaglia, Clavius, Stevinus, Ghetaldus, 
Herigenius, Fran. Van Schooten, Florida dc 
Beaune, &c. 

But to return to the Art of Punning again ; the 
progress and improvement of which, I hope, will 
be equal to the sciences I have mentioned ; or to 
any superiour to them, if there be such : reader, I 
must trespass a little longer on your patience, and 
tell you an old maxim, Bonum^ quo communius, eo 
melius f ** Good, the mpre common, the. better it 
is/* You see, I have, in imitation of the industri- 
ous bee, gathered .my honey from various flowers; 
but yet I cannot say, without some diminution and, 
loss to the persons from whom I have taken the 
examples to my rules, who are likely never to use 
their puns again. 

And here, to avoid the imputation of ingratitude, 
1 must declare to the world, that my worthy friend 

Dr. R , wlio is singularly remarkable for his 

unparallelled skill in punning, and a most industrious 
promoter of it, has been a very great instrument in 
bringing this work to light, as Well by animating 

mc 
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hie to proceed in ^ it, as by endeavouring to procure 
a good letter for the impression. 

The favourable acceptance that my puns have 
met with in some private companies makes me flatter 
myself, that ifiy labours therein will be* candidly 
accepted, as they have been cordially intended to 
serve my native country ♦• 

TOMPUN^SIBIj 

From my. Stu4y> up one Pair of 
Stairs, ill contrived Street-'' 
wardtf, August 9th> 1719. 

* Dr. Sheridan (who is mentioned as author of " The Art 
of Punning," by Mrs. Pilkington, vol. I, p. 64,) had a large 
collectioti of Ions mots and conlsarire; which deail Swift 
endeavoured, but without effect, to persuade him to publish. 

Sec his letter to Dr. Sheridan, March 27, 1733, vol. XIII, 
p. 44. — After the publication of " The Art of Punning/' Dr. 
Sheridan was attacked, by an anonymous writer*, in a poem ^ 
called, " .Tom Pun-sibi metamorplioscd, or the Giber gibed j** 
which hoianswered in a letter " To the Author of Tom Pun- 
lubi metamorphosedi** And see the two poems here printed, 
pp. 4a7--^429- 

* Dr. Titdetli called BUck TisdeU« 
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ART OF PUNNING. 

'• Jl UNNATA dicuntur, id ipsum quod sunt, 
tltonnn esse dicnnttyr^ aut alio quoris modo td 
alitid rcfcmntur/* 

Pans, in their very nature and constitution, hare 
a relatiorf to something else ; or, if they Iiave not, 
amy other reason why will serve as wellr 

1*H£ FHrSICAt DEFINITION OF FUNNING, 
ACCO&DINO TO CARDAN. 

' t^unning is an art of harmonious jingling upon 
Wdrds, which, passing in at the ears, and £%Uing 
upbn the diaphragma, excites a titillary motion in 
<h<>se parts ; and this, being conveyed by tfie animal 
spirits into the muscles of the face, raises the 
cockles of the heart. 

I'HE MORAL DEFINITION OF PU.N^ING. 

Punning is a virtue that most effectually promotes 
the end of good fellowship, which is laughing- 

N. B. I design to make the most celebrated pun- 
ncrs in these kingdoms examples to the folld^ing 
rules: 

Rule i. The Capital Rule. He that puns, 
must have a head for it ; that is, he must be a man 
of letters, of a sprightly and fine imagination, what- 
ever men may think of his judgment ; like Dr. 

Swift, 
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Swift *, who said, when a lady threw down a Qccr 
filQna fiddle with a frisk of her Mantua, ^ 

" Mantua rm mlscra: uimiam v^dm CrcEooax !** 

Or, if you would have a more obvious reason, St* 
Dennis never made a pun after his head was cut off* 
Vid. Popish Legend, torn. Ixxviii, p. 15000. 

R. a- The Rule of Forehead. He must have 
good assurance, like my lord ■ , who puns in all 
companies. 

R, 3, fhe Brazen Rule* He must have better 

assurance, like brigadier , who said, " That, 

as he was passing througli a street, he made up to a 
country fellow who h^d a hare swinging on a stick 
pver his shoulder, and, giving if a shake, asked 
him. Whether it was his own MiV, or a periwig ?'* 
Whereas it is a notorious Oxford jest. 

R, 4, The Rule of Impudence- He must have 
fhe best assurance, like Df. — — , who, although I 
had in three fair combats worsted him, yet had the 
impudence tQ challenge me a fourth (ime, 

R, 5. Any person may pun upcm another man*s 
puns about half an hour after he has mad^ ^em; as 
Dn and Mr* frequently do, 

1 remember one day I was in company with thcmt 

and, upon t^ujor ^ saying, *' That he would 

leave mc the gout for a legacy ;" I made answer, 
and told the company, ** I should be sorry to have 
mch a kg as ir<'' They bqtl^ snapped it up in 

f He greatly t^x^cUcd in puDnlog ; a taknt ^ hlc1\. heHiH, 
no tnan A^ectetl to dc^^piae, but tiio$c thnt were wiUitmt it. He 
rcrordctl tl\t puna of &cveni3 of hin frieods j wiotc a ballad^ iM 
of pung, on the Wcsmiifister ekt lion (of whicli we havi^ not 
hc€n able to ol)l»tn ^ copy) ; ami has givcit three htiirtoruui 
Cisays m that ixiipurtanl sci^i^ce, to!. XV I, pp. 344, 3^9, %Ho, 

^ ^ i their 
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their turns, and had as much applause for the pun 
as I had. 

R. 6. Thj5 Rule of Pun upon Pun. All puns 
made upon the word pun are to be esteemed as ^ 
much old gold; ex.gr. -Suppose two famous /m* 
Hers should contend for ^he superiority, and a maa 
should wittily say, ** This is 2^ Cartbsginian war." 

Q. How, Sir? 

A. Why, sir, it is a Pun-ick war. 

R. 7. TheSocratick Rule is, to instruct others by 
way of question and answer. 

Q. Who was the fir§t drawer ? 
» A. Pofifer. 

Q. Which 13 the s.eat of the spleen i 

A- Tihc hips. 

Q. Who were the first bakers ? 

A. The Crustumenians. (Masters of the Rolls, 
^uoth capt. Wolseley.) 

jQ. Where ^id the first hermaphrodites come 
from ? 

A. Middle- sex. 

Q. What part of England has the most dogs ? 

A. Bark'shire. 

Q. Fropi wjaence camp the first tumblers ? 

A. Froii) Somerset. 

Q. Who were the first mortgagers of land ? 

A. The people of Cumberland. 

Q. What men in the world are the best soldiers? 

A. Your red-haired men, because they always 
carry \\\t\x firelQcks upon their shoulders. 

Q. Why should a man in debt be called a 
flivcr ? 

^. because he is dipped over hpad and ears. 

a Why 
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Q. Why are ladies of late years well qualified foe 
hunting ? 

A. Because they come with a hoop and a hollow. 
QL Why Are presbyterians, independants, &c. 
said to be vermin r 

A. Because they are in-sects. 
Qc Where were the first breeches made ? 
A. At Thy-atyira. 

Q. Who were the first gold-finders ? 
A. The Turditani. 

Q. What part of the world is best to feed dogs in ? 
A. LtjpJand. 

Q. What prince in the world should have a boar 
for his arms ? 

A, The duke ofTusc-any^ 
Q. Where do the best corncutters live ? 
A. At Legator n. 

QL Why are horsey with grease in their heels the 
best racers ? 

A. Because their heels are given ttf running. 
Q. What is the reason that rats and mice are so 
thuch afraid of bass violins and fiddles ? 
A. Because they arc strung with cat-guu 
Q. If a lawyer is a whig, ^nd pretends to be a 
tory, or via versa y why should his gown be 
stripped oflT ? 

A. Because he is guilty of j^j/w-^/jr//, 
Q. How. many animals are concerned in the for- 
mation of the English tongue T 

A. According to Buck-znzxiy a great number; 
(viz.) cat-egorical^ dog-maticalj crow-nological^ flea^ 
botomy^ Jish^ognomy^ sqitirril-Uy^ rat^ification^ mouse^ 
otaum^ fus-ilanimiiyy hare-edit aryy ass-tronomyy jay^ 
ograpJbyy stag-yriley duck-tility. 

Ql. Where were the first hams made ? 

i> i> 4 A. They 
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A. They were made in the temple of JujMtef 
Mammon ^ by the Hamadryadei * ; one of them (if 
urc may depend upon Baker's Chronicle) was sent 
as a present to a gentleman in Hdm-rd^ke^ of the ft- 
mily of the Ham-Htans^ who immediately sent il lo 
Ham-pun cGurt, where it was hung up by a string 
in the hall, ty way of rarity, whence we have the 
Bnglish phrase ham* strung. 

Thus dtd gr^at Socrates imprpve tbc mind^ 
By qaeKtioD& useful sicce to all mankin«j ; 
For J when the purblind soul do farther «aw# 
Thap length of no&e, into darjs NatUT^*s Uvr, 
His mctbod ckaf d up all> cularg'd the &ight| 
And so he taught his pupvh ^it'lth day>ligbt. 

R* 8. The Rule of Interruption* Although the 
company be engaged in ^ discourse of the most 
serious consequence, it is, and may be Jawful to 
interrupt th^m with a pun \ ex, gr* Suppose them 
poring over a problem in the matliematicks ; you 
may, without offence, ask them, *' How go squant 
with them ?'* You may say too, ** Thar, being wo 
intent upon those figures, they are become c/ciaid^ 
i\ e, iicUyeyeji ; for whiph they arfe a pack of /#* 
garUbmSy i. f. loggerheads/* Vide R, 34. 

R. 9, The Rule qf Risibility. A man must be tlic 
fkut that laughs at his own pun ; as Martial advisa: 

Qui jiiudei akerius rUum fftf^&re itpttrt, 
Imprlf^U rkit^m cuntruhui ipxe st/unu 
ff He tbfit would move another man tn laaghter 
** Musi first begin, and,t oUht soon corner afrer/* 

R. 10. The Rule of Retaliation obliges you, if i 
man makes fifty puns, to return all, or the most of 
them, in the same kind. As for instance: sir 

J* Women of Calabria, wlio dealt jq bacr^ti i tiot aymphiof 
|bc gmvc** ns irprcaf nttd by mistaken Antiquity* See vol* XVU 
p. a8(5. 
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^ sent mc a catalogue of Mrt. Prudence's 

«pholars, and desired nay advice at to the manage^, 
pient of them : 

Miss-Chief, the ringleader. 
. Miss- Advice, that spoils her ftce with paint. 

Miss-Rule, that does every thing she Is forbid. 

Miss- Application, who has not done one letter in her sampter 

Mi^Bdief, who cannot saj the Qreed yet. ^ 

Miss-Call, a perfect Billingsgate. 

Miss- Fortune, that lost her grandmother's needle* 

Miss-Chance, that broke her 1^ by rom]^ng. 

Miss-Guide, that led the youi)g misses into the dirt. 

Miss-Laid, who left her porringer of flower and milk whem 
pile cat got it. 

Miss-Management, that let all her stockings ran out at bed^. 
^r want of darning. 

For which I sent the foUowii^ Master : 

Master-Stroke, to whip tbem. 
Master- Workman, to dress them* 
Master-Ship, to rig them. 
Master-lie, to excuse them. 
' Master- Wort, to purge them. 
Master-Piece, to patch them. 
Master-Key, to |ock them up. 
Master-Pack, to mortify them. 

If these can*t keep your kdiei quiet. 

Pall down thetr courage with low diet. ^ 

l^erhaps, dear sir, you '11 think it cruel. 

To feed them on plain watergrucJ ; 

Bat, take my word, the best of breeding. 

As it is plain, requires ^lain feediqg. 

Fide Rotcotnaum. 

R. IX. The Rule of Repetition :. Ycm must never 
let a pun be lost, but repeat and comment upon it, 
till every one io the company both hears and under- 
stands \t ; /x.^r. Sir, I have good wine to give 
you ; excellent pontack^ which I got ^pon-tick ; but. 
3ir, we must have a little pm-ialk over it ; you ^ kt 
tnc, sir, you, and you, and yon too, madanu — Thete 
is ftm-iali upon fonioikj and ^fan^iUk too^ hay ? 

R. I2, 
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R. 12. The Elementary Rule. Keep to yonr 
elements, whether you have fish, fowl, or fleshy 
for dinner: As for instance. Is not this fish, 
which Mr. Pool sent me, ex-stream sweet ? I think it 
is main good, what say you ? O* my soal, I never 
tasted better, and I think it ought to take plaice of 
any that swim$ : though you may carp^zx. me for 
saying so, I can assure you that both Dr. Sprat and 
Dr. Whalij are of my mind. — This is an excellent 
fowl, and a fit dish for high-fliers. Pray, sir, what 
^s your O'pinion of this wing ? As for the leg, the 
cook ought to be clapper-clawed for not roasting it 
enough. But now I think of it, why should this 
be called the bird of Bacchus ? A. Because it was 
dressed by your drunken Cook* Not at all. You 
mistake the matter. 'Pray is it not a grape^loveri 
i. €. gray plover ? — ^Are you for any of this mutton, 
sir ? If not, I can tell you, that you ought to be 
hmb-asted ; for you must know that I have the be$t 
in the country. My sheep bear away the belly and 
I can assure you that, all weatbers^ I can treat my 
friends with as good mutton as this : he that cannot 
make a meal of it, ought to have it ram-med down 
his throat. 

R. 13. The Rule of Retrospection. By this you 
may recall a discourse that has been past two hours, 
and introduce it thus : *' Sir, As you were saying 
two hours ago — you bought those stockings in 
Wales ; I believe it, for they seem to be well-cbose, 
$. e. Welsh-hose." — '^ Sir, You were saying, if I 
mistake not, an hour or two ago, that Soldiers 
have the speediest Justice. I agree with you in 
that ; for they are never without red^dra^r 

R. i4» 
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K, 14. The Rule of Transition ; which will serve 
to introduce any thing tliat has the most remote 
relation to the subject you are upon % ex. gr. If a 
ftian puns upon a stable^ you may pun upon a torn 
field y a meadow y a horse-park^ a smittj or sadkr^i 
shopx ex. ^r* One ^aj^, ** his horses are gone to 
rack.'* Then you answer, ** I would turn cat the 
rascal that looks after them* Haj^ sir I don't vow 
think I am right? I would strike while the iron « 
hot I and pummel the dog to some purpose.'' 

R» 15, The Rule of Alienation ; which obliges 
you, when people are disputing hotly upon a sub- 
ject, to pitch upon that word which gives the 

reatest disturbance* and to make a pun upon it, 

his has not only occasioned peace in private com- 
panies* but has put a stop to hot wTanglings in 
parliaments and convocations, which otherwise would 
not so soon come to a resolution : for, as Horace 
says, Riikulum aeri, he. % and very often it is found 

so. Sir * — once, in parliament, brought 

in a bill which wanted some amendment; which 
feeing denied liim by the house, he frequently re- 
peated, " That he thirsted to mend his bill/' Upon 
which a worthy member got up, and said, ** Mr. 
speaker^ I humbly move, since that member tbirsa 
fio very much, that he may be allowed to mend 
his draughty This put the house into such a good 
Rumour, that iiis petition was granted. 

R. 16. The Rule of Analogy is, when two per* 
pun upon different subjects after the same man- 
ner. As, says que, ** I went to my ihoemaker^s 
to-day for a pair oi skca^ which 1 bespoke a month 
ago; and, yclim all came to ali^ the dog tristlfM 
^p to me Willi a thousand excuses, that I thouglit 

there 
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there would never be an end of his discourse : bti 
upon my calling bim a rascal, lie began to 
warm, and had the impudence to bid me vmm^ fMl 
for be had' not leisure now to talk to me, 
he was going to dinner: which vexed nie indeed 
to the very soaL Upon this, I jumped out of hi| 
shop in a great rage, and wished that the next bii' 
lie ear might be his Imi^ Says another^ *^ I went 
to a tanmis that owed me some money; and (would 
you think it?) the pitiful fellow Wii$ fiesiid at it^ 
insomuch that forsoodi he could not Aidg bis re- 
sentment^ but told me, tliat it was enough to set a 
man Jt^rn mad to be dunmd so early in a morniDgj 
and as for his part, he would cufry favour no longe 
with me, let me do mj worst* Thus the UDmni-i' 
ncrly cur barked ^t me, ^cc/* 

R. .17. The Sophisticated Rule isj fixing upon a 
man a saying which he never spoke, and making a^ 
pun u;^on it, as, ** Ay, sir» sipce you say he wa 
born in Sari^sh/n, I say he is a im ^f m tiUb* 

R. 18. The Rule of Train, is a method of intro- 
ducing puns wliiph have been studied before; iK.gr^ 
By talking of Trmhtk the gun-smhh^ his very 
name will pro%oke some person in the company to 
pun. Then you proceed: ** Sir, I smell p^uder^ 
but you are plaguy weak in your main-iprmg for 
punning; I would advise you to get a better if^i^. 
before you pretend to Ut off; I bough you mafl 
flunk yourself ^rw^ in this art, you are much mis- 
taken, for a very young beginner may be a m^ui 
for you. Ay, sir, ,you may fock and look bigj 
but, U'pan my word, I take you to be lio mor 
than afasb; and Mr^* Skiti'/iff/, my aeig!ib<Hir, 
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Aa!l pun with you for a phiakf if I do not kit 
my tf'V;/, &c*" 

Ri 19, The Rule of Challenge:, As for Instance, 
when you have conned over in yoyr mind a chaia 
of puns, you surprise tlie best punner in company, 
ftfier this manner : *' Say Tan-pit, if you dare/* 

R. 20, The Sanguine Rule allows you to sweat m 
man out of his pun, and prove yourself the author 

of it, as Dr. ^^ served captain , who was 

told how a slater, working at his house, fell through 
ail the rafters from top to bottom, and that upon 
this accident he said, ** He loved to see a man go 
cleverly through his w/^jri.**-—*' That is mine, by 
^,*' said the doctor. 

R. 21. Tlic Rule of Concatenation is making a 
string of puns as fast as you can, that nobody else 
can put in a word till you have exhausted the sub- 
ject I ex. jfr. There was one John Jpplehy, a gar- 
demr, fell in love witli one Mrs* Currmi^ for her 
cherrf ibeiks and her lUy white hand; and soon 
after he got her consent to graft upon her j/<?ii, 
Mr. Link the parson was sent for, #ho joined the 
loving pair together. Mr- Rowintrei and Mr. Ho- 
ly oak were bride men. The company w'erc, my 
\zdy Joan Keily who cami^a-mUez foot to compli* 
ment them ; and her maid Sally ^ remarkable for her 
carrots^ that rid upon a chestnut. There was Dr. 
Burrage too, a constant medhr in other people*! 
affairs. He was lately im-peach^d for murdering 
DoD ^id-set, Mrs- Lettice Shrnt and Mr*. 
Kos^merry were the bride-maids ; the latter sang a 
song to oblige the company, which an arch wag 
called a /antral dirge : but, notwithstaiiding this, 

our 
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our friend John began to thriva upon matnroonjrKbi 
a t^iig in a busL I forgot to tell you that the tailor 
had so much iabbage oat of the wedding suit, 
there ^as none at all for supper. 

R, 22, The Rule of Inoculating is, when a person 
makes an excellent pun, and you immediately fix 
ftnother upon it ; as dean — - one day said to a 
gentleman, who had a very little bob wig, " Siff 
the dam of your wig 13 a whisker i* upon which I 
came in very a prapos^ and said, '* Sir, that cannot 
be, for it is but an ear-wig.^^ 

R. 23. The Rule of Desertion allows yoa to bring 
a man into a pun, and leave him to work it out : as, 
suppose you should liear a man say the word impm* 

parable Then you proceed, in^c^m-in-iem-far* 

par-rabk-rabk So let the other make bis best 

of it* 

R. 24. The Salick Rule is a pretence to a jump- 
ing of wits : that is, when a man has made a good 
pun, the otlier swears with a pun he was just coming 
out with it. One night, I remember, Mr, — 

served Dn ■ so- The former saying over a 

bottle, ** Will, I am for my mistress here/* **How 
so ?'* says Tom* " Why, I am for Wine-if-r^d.'' 
** By this crooked stick*/' said Tom, "I was 
coming out with it." 

R* 25* The Etymological Rule is when a maa 
hunts a pun through every letter and syllable of a 
word ; as for example, 1 am asked> ** What it the 
best word to spend an evening with ?" I an- 
swer, ^^ Potatoes I for there is ;>o—j&ei — p^ta^^^at 
— fQtiiiQi^ and the re%'erse joi-a-top" 

R.16. 
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R, %6. The Rule of Morrification is when a man 
having got the thanks and kugh of a company for a 
good pun, an enemy to the art swears he read it 
in ** Cambridge Jests,*' This is such an inversioa 
of it, that I think I may be allowed to make ex- 
amples of these kind of people m verse ; 



^ am 

W U- 
story 



I 



Thus puppies, that adore the dark. 
Against bright Cjntbia howl and bark i 
Although the Regent of the Night, 
Like u$j is gay with borrow d light* 

27- The Professionary Rule * is, to frame a 
, and swear you were present at an event where 

every 



* Au improvement on this Rule, which Dt, Swift has adopted 
m his *^ Full and trne Account of Wood's Procession to the 
Cal5ow^/* attracted tlie follow ing warm applause of the nobte 
Author of the Remarks* ** I have feaid 50 much in one of my 
former letters of the cause which gave riaelo them [the Drapier's 
Letters], and of ihf eilcct whicli they had upon the nation^ that 
I Deed say no more in thii placc^ than to recommend them to 
yotir perusal, for the style and conduct of their manner : but, 
Ictt they may apperir too gra%*c to so young a man, and one who 
is so Ittdc interested in the present j and much Ic^ m the past 
atfairs of Ireland, you will find a paper at the end of thtm that 
5vin encite your riiibility, or I am mistaken.*— The w^holc i* a 
piece of ridicule too powerful for the strongest gravity to with- 
stand," OvtcTY*s Remarks, p. iz6 — Yet what at Jast is tlm 
merry -making maehme ? Why the author dciicribe^ tlic several 
artificers attending W. Wood (represcDt<;d by a log of limber) 
to tlie gallows, and each of them expressing his resentment in 
the terms of his calling : the cook will baste him j the bookr 
^dler will turn over a new leaf with him; the tailor will sh ott 
Ms skirts* His lordship then l^ads up the laugh, with Rimm 
teneatis, amid ? If he did not, we should w^ant such a ni>tc ai 
the prudent p:irson pot to tlie pathctick part of his funeral ser- 
mon, Here pull oui ^our handktrt'hief'j and w^^* Every ap- 
prentice, who has not sense enough tO learn his art, is soon ablft 

to 
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creryman talked in his own calling; «. jfr, Mi- 
jar ^ swears^ he was present at the seizing ol 

a pick*pocket by a great rabble ia Smirhlield; Ullj 
tiiat he heard 

A Tailor say, " Send the dog to HfiL^ 

Tlic Cooki *' Let rac be at Urn, 1 11 Itfsie him/* 

Tbe Jobtiir, " It is plain the dog was caaght m thM &ct| t 

^flOf htm/' 
The Bkcksmith, " He u a finejfjsor* indeed !"* 
Tbc Btitchcr, •* Knock dawn Ae Mhamt'Hng ^xr.** 
The Glazier, " Make the iiihl shim ikfmgh km.^ 
The Bookicller, '* Bind him avo*." 
The Sadler, *^ Pummel hini." 
The Farmer, " Thrask the dog " 
A Popish Priest going by, *' I 'II make ijie Dmrit Jfy aal ^^ 

Aim/' 

R. 28. The Brazen-head Rule is when ^ Pnnslef j 
stands his ground against a whole company^ though 
there is not one to side with him, to the utter dc- 
ftruction of all conTersation bilt his own. As fof 
instance— says onej ** I hate a ^kh."— Theft hc| 
** When a pu9t is meant ^ is it a punhbmeniT* — 
*' Dfuce take your quibbling 1" — ** Sir, I will not 
bate you an aa ; tinque mc if I do, and I'll mak^ 
you know thai I am a mi above you.** — *' This 
fellow cannot talk out of his ikment.'' — " To divcn 
you, was all I meant. ^* 

R. 29, The Hypothetick Rule ♦is, when yotr 
suppose things hardly consistent to be united for the 

to apply the terms of it to this kind of banter tad Hdicule, Xirf 
thobgh 1 blame not the Drapier for falling mtolt^ as ii w«schi- 
raeicrrittkk of the persoashe describes, and smtedlo lf>e t^rtc ol 
those for ulium be \^ rote, jet 1 own i im lcx> phlegmatkk Uf 
ihiLke my sides n it fiowYcft, 

* Improved by Dr. S'Aift into " A Dlscourw to prore the An* 
liquify of the English Tongue." See rd. XVI, p* i8d. 

sake 
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of a pun : as for instance *- suppose a person in 
pillory had received a full discharge of eggs 
every part of his face but the handle of it ; 
would he make the longest verses in the world ? 
Fersos Alexandrinos^ i.e. All-eggs-and-dry-nose. 
. 30. The Rule of Naturalization is, that pun- 
is free of all languages : as, for the Latin Ro^ 
you may say ** Roman nose" — Temeraria^ 
Tom, where are you?" — Oxc»/> prospectus^ 
Pox on you, pray speak to us." For the French, 
elque chose ^ you may say in English ** kick 
Es*" When one says of a thief, " I wish he was 
M transported;" answer, ** he is already /«r enough." 
)r. Swift made an excellent advantage of this rule 
lone niglit : when a certain peevish gentleman in his 
company had lost his spectacles ^ he bid him " have 
good heart ; for, if it continued raining all nighty 
^ he would find them in the morning," — ** Pray how 
oo^7-T**' Why, sir, 

** Nocte pluit tota, redcunt spectacula mane." 

.*•* R. 31. The Rule of Random. When a man 
(maks any thing that comes uppermost, and some 
^OfHl'pUfi-finder discovers what he never itieant in 
IT; tficn he is to say, " You have hit it!'* As 
OMor ■' I did -: complaining that he staid at 
li^Qie by reason of an issue in a leg, which was just 
tN^nning to run, he was answered by Mr. — -, 
'^^'f*! wonder that you should be confined, who have 
IJttli running legs." The Major replied, " You 
• JULTC hit it ; for I meant that'' 

IL 32. The Rule of Scandal. Never to speak 

Witt of another Punster ; ex.gr. "Who, he! Lord, 

VoLtVIII. Eb sir. 
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sir> he has not sense enough to play at cranibo i** 
or, •* He does not know the meaning of synony- 
moiii words;" or, ** He never rose so high as t| 
conundrum or a carrjn^vhichit/' 

R* 33. The Rule of Catch is, when you hear a 
man conning a pun softly to himself, to whip it outJ 
of his mouth, and pass it upon the company 
your own : as for instance; Mustard happened to! 
be mentioned in company where I was; and a gen- 
tleman, with his eyes fixed upon the ceiling, wasJ 
at Mus—^muSy sinapi — snap eye — iite m5e^On€\ 
IB company, orerbearing him, bit him, and snapfi 
it up; and said, " Mustard is the stoutest seed in 
the world, for it takes the greatest men by th^ 

R. 34, The Golden Uuk allows you to change 
one syllable for another ; by this, you may either 
lop off, insert, or add to a word ; ex,gr. 

r Church, — furk^ 
For -J Bangor, ^ — Clangor. 

V Presbyter, — Hai-biar^ &c. 

This Rule is of such consequence, that a 
was once tried for his life by it* The case 
thus : A certain man ivas brought before a jodg 
of assize, lor murder ; his lordship asked his 
name, and, being answered SpiUman^ the ]ud| 
said, ** Take away 5/), and lus name h II/^w^an\ 
put K to it, and it is KiU-man % away wltli himffl 
gaoler ; his very name has hanged him/* Thii 
34th Rule, on this occasion, became a rule of 
courts and was so well liked, that a justice of 
peace^ who shall be nameless^ applied every rittic 
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of it to a man brought to him upon the same ac- 
count, after this manner : " Come, sir, I conjure 
you, as I am one of his majesty's justices of the 
peace, to tell me your nam^.*'— 'i My name, an't 
please you, is WatsonC" — *• O ho, sir! Watson! 
mighty wtU ! Take away Sp from it, and it is 7/7- 
man^ and put K to it, and it is Kill^man : away 
with him, constable; his very name will hang 
him." 

Let us now consider a new case ; as for instance, 
^* The Church of England as by Law established."^ 
Put a T before it, and it is Test-ablisbed ; take 
away the Testy and put in (?, and it is A-bolished. 

How much was the late ingenious author of 
Parson Alberoni obliged to it, in that very natural 
story which he framed concerning the Preacher; 
where he tells you, one of the congregation called 
the Minister an Humbassandor for an i\mbassador*. 

Give 

* The 8tor>' here alluded to is told in a pamphlet, entitled, "A 
modest Apology for Parson Alberoni, Governor to King Philip^ 
a Minor, and universal Curate of the whole Spanish Monarchy, 
^c. By Thomas Gordon, Esq. 17195'* and is as follows : '* Thcre^ 
IS, in a certain diocese in this nation, a living worth about six 
hundred pounds a year. This, and two or three more prefer- 
ments, maintain the doctor in becoming ease and corpulency. 
He keeps a chariot in town, and a journeyman in the country j 
and his.curate and his coach-horses are bis equal drudges, saving 
that the four-legged cattle are better fed, and have sleeker 
cassocks, than his spiritual drayhorse. The doctor ^oes down 
once a year, to sheer his flock, and fill his pockets, or, in other 
words, tQ receive the wages of his embassy; and then, gome- 
times in an afternoon, if his belly do not happen to be too full, 
he vouchsafes to mount the pulpit, and to instruct his people ia 
the greatness of his character and dullness. Thin composes the 
whole parish to rest j but the doctor one day denouncing himself 

B E a the 
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Give me leave, courteous reader » to recommend 
to your perusal and practice this most excellent 
Rule, which is of such universal use and ad vantage j 
to the learned world , that the most valuable disce 
veries, both as to antiquities and etymologies, are 
made by it ; nay^ farther, I will venture to say,! 
that all words which are introduced to enrich and 
make a language copious, beautiful, and harmoni- 
ous, arise cliiefly from this Rule, Let any maoj 
but consult Bentlej's Horace, and he will see what 
useful discoveries that very learned Gentleman haj 
made by the help of this Rule ; or indeed poor 

the Lord*s Ambnits^dnr with greater lire and Imidoe&s Umn cofoM 
have betn rcasonat^ly cxptcled (nun liim, It rouicd a down of 
the congregiititjii, who \vakixl his next neighbour, with, ' Dim 
hear, Tom I dost hear V — * Ay/ ^ays Tonij pawning, ' whit' 
^oes he s^y .** — 'SayT ansM crcd the other | * he s:tys n pbguj He, 
to be §ure ; he ^^ya 3% liow he U niy Lord's Hiniib^^sandor i bii 
I thuik ht is more ntlicr Uip l^nrd'* Receiver Genera), for 
never comes but to uke inoney/ Six hundird pounds a fCMtM 
niodcstly speaking, a comi>etent fee for lulling tJie largest 
gregatipn in England aslt-ep nuce In a iwelvcmonth. Sucli tit 
are ihc price of n.*ppltig ; and such migliiy odds diere are betweea] 
a airtain lecture and a cushion lecture." Sec the rollectii 
Tracts by Gordun and Trcuehard, vol* I, p, 130*— Mr. Gc 
was a Scxjtdiman, and came to U^ndon very young tn order 
seek his fjriunc. He wj s iioon taken notice of by Mr. Trtnchan 
and, in coiij unci Ion with him, wrote Cato's LcttciS> and 1 
political and ntlicr Patnphlcis. On Mr, Tienchard'a deAlb, be^ 
married hb widow | and some time after received a great ad- 
dition to hi^ fortune, by a very coniideriiblc bequest made to I 
by the will of a country physician, to whom be was only ka 
by his writings. He was many years a writer in defence of the 
measures of sir Robert Walpole, afterward lord Orford. To tli^ 
minister he dedicated bis Transbtion of Tacitus, audwi^is by J 
appointed one of die Commissioners of the Wine Ltcrticc Offic 
a place which he bold at ilie time of bis deaili, which happ 
Jal/aB| 1750, 

Hor 
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Horace would have lain under the eternal reproach 
of making *' a fox eat oats,^^ had not the learned 
doctor, with great judgment and penetration, fouiid 
out niiedula to be a blunder, of the librarians for 
'Dulpecufa ; which nitedula^ the doctor says, signifies 
n grass-mmie^ and this clears up the whole matter, 
because it makes the story hang well together : for 
all the world knows, that wearies have a most ten- 
der regard and affection to grass-mice, whereas 
they hate foxes as they do firebrands. In short, 
all various lections are to be attributed to this Rule : 
so are all the Greek dialects ; or Homer would have 
wanted the sonorous beauty of his oio's* But the 
greatest and best masters of this Rule, without dis- 
pute, were the Dorians, who made nothing of say- 
ing tin for soi^ anos for thinos^ turisdomes for suri- 
2&men^ &c. From this too we have oxiiquaiis in Lex* 
icons. Was it not by Rule the 34th, that the Sama- 
riun, Chaldee, iEthiopick, Syri:ic, Arabick, and 
Persian languages were formed from tlie original 
Hebrew? for which I appeal to the Polyglott, And 
among our modern languages, arc not the Italian, 
Spanish, Portuguese, and French, derived and 
formed from the Latin by the same power ? How 
much poets have been obliged to it, we need no 
farther proof than the figures prnthem^ ep nfi*enf^ 
^pCQpe^ paragoge^ znd ellipsis^ trimming and fitting 
of words to make them more agreeable to our 
cars, Dionysius Halicarnasscnsis has taken notice 
of, in his Book '* De Compositione Vocum,*' where 
he pleasantly compares your polite reformers of 
words to masons with hammers, who break off rugged 
cornets of stones, that they may become more even 
and firm in their places* 

E E 3 Bur, 
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But I after all, give me leave to lament, that I 
cannot have the honDur of being the sole inventor of 
this incomparable Rale : though I solemnly prorcst, 
upon the word of an author (if an author may have 
credit), that I never had the least hint toward it, 
any more than the ladies letters and young childrens 
pronunciarion, till a year after I had proposed this 

Rule to Dr- , who was an excellent judge of 

the advantage it might be to the publick; when, 
to my great surprise, tumbling o\*cr the third tome 
of Alstedius, p. 71, right loth to believe my eyes, 
I met with the following passage : ** Ambigua mul- 
fum faciunt ad hanc rem, cujusmodi eKempla plo- 
rima reperruntur apud Plautum, qui in ambiguii 
crebro ludit Joci Captantur ex permutatione sjila* 
barum & vocum, tit pro /)fcretum, /Jijcretum ; 
pro Jl^dicus, M^;idicus & Mcrdicus : pro Po* 
lycarpus, Polycoprcs, Item ex Syllabarum cllipsi, 
ut alt Althusius, cap, iii, civil, con vers, pro 
Casimirus, Jruui pro Marcus, Aratsi pro Vi- 
jiosus, Osusi pro Sacerdotium, Ottunh Sic, ad- 
ditione literae, pro Urbanus, Turitam^s"* Which 
exactly corresponded to every branch and circum- 
f tance of my Rule. Then, indeed, I could not 
avoid breaking out into the following exclamatjons^ 
and that after a most pathetick manner : * ' Wretched 
Tom Pun-Sibi 1 Wretched indeed ! Are all thy 
nocturnal lucubrations come to this ? Must anolheri 
for being a hundred years before tlice in t>lic world, 
run away with the glory of thy own invention? It is 
true, he must. Happy Alstedius ) aIio^ I thought, 
would have stood me in aJi-tiea^^ upon consulting 
thy method of joking ! JU^s iedkus to me now, 
since thou kist robbed me of that honour which 

would 
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would have set tnc above all writers of the present 
age. And why not happy Tom Pun-sjbi ? did we 
nor jump together like true wits? Biitj alas! thou 
art on the safest side of the bush ; my credit being 
liable to the suspicion of the world, because you 
wrote before me. lU-namrcd critlcks, in spite of 
all my protestations, will condemn me, right or 
wrongs for a plagiary* Henceforward never write 
any thing of thy own ; but pillage and trespass upon 
all that ever wrote before thee ; search among dust 
and moths for things new to the learned. Farewell, 
Study ; from this moment I abandon thee : for, 
wherever I can get a paragrapli upon any subject 
whatsoever ready done to my hand, my head shall 
have no farther trouble than to see it fairly tran- 
scribed !'* — And this method , I hopc> will help me 
to swell out the Second Part of this work. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Second Part of this Work will be published, 
with all convenient expedition ; to wliich will be 
added, A small Treatise of Conundrums, Cakri- 
WHICHITS, and Longe-petites; together with the 
Wint£R-pire's Diversion: The Art of making 
Rebuses : The Antiquity of Hoop-petticoats, 
proved from Adam's two Daughters, Calmana and 
Delbora, &c* 6cc. &c. 



E E 4 



E, CURLL, 



4H '^^^ ^^'^ ^^ PITMKIK6. 

E. C U R L L, 

TO THE READER* 



1 HERE has not, as yet, been any second part 
of this work published, nor do I believe was ever 
intended. But my friend Anthony Hammond, esq., 
upon reading it over, sent me examples to three 
more rules of his own making, viz. 

Rule 35. The Rule of Blunder is, when any one 
under the notion of a mistake, makes a pun which 
he may take notice of himself if the company do 
not ; ex. gr. 

Captain J said to his kinsman, who was going 

to be married, " O, cousin, I hear you are about 
to baiter your condition." The company not taking 
notice of it; the captain corrected himself, "alter,'* 
says he, '* I should have said." 

Rule ^6. The Rule of Sound is when the pun 
consists in the sound of the words only, without any 
relation to the thing signified; ex. gr. 

He who translated that ingenious posy of a wed- 
ding ring, •* Qui dedit, se dcdit;" when ** he 
did it, she did it." 

Or, like that of the country parson, whom a 
Roundhead colonel thought to puzzle by asking him 
whether he could rhyme to " hydrops, nocthy- 

corax, 
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corax, thorax, et mascul aver vex." He immediately 
answered, ** land taXj and army tax, excise^ and 
general Fairfax/' 

Rule 37, The Rule of Equivocation is the inno- 
cent use of this Jesuitical Art ; £x, gr. 

As the famous Daniel Purcell, a nonjuror, was 
dabbling along the streets in the dirt and rain, and a 
friend of his passing by asked him why he did not 
take a coach — ** Alas," says he, ** this is not a 
nign for me to take a coach in." 

Another time, one of Daniel's friends telling 
him that when king George landed at Greenwich, 
he heard, he had a full view of him, for that he 
stood next to him at his coming ashore. Therefore, 
says he, you must know him, *' Ay," replied 
Daniel, ** though I know him very well, yet I can't 
jmidf to him." 

Lastly, Daniel knocking on a godi of January, 
at the Crown Tavern door in the Strand, was an- 
swered by the drawer, through the wicket, that he 
could not let him in, because it was Fast day, and 
his master and mistress were gone to church, 

•* D n your master and mistress,'* says he, 

** can't tliey be content to faft themselves, but ihey 
*^ must make their doors///!/?" 

The learned Mr. Charles Barnard, sergeant surgeon 
to queen Anne, being very severe upon parsons 
having pluralities: A reverend and worthy divine 
heard him a good while with patience ; but at length 
took him up widi this question, *' Why do you, 
Mr. sergeant Barnard, rail thus at pluralities, who 
have always so many line-cura upon your own 
hands f" 

Dr. 
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Dr. lioyd*, bishop of Worcester, so emineat 
for his prophecies, when by his solicitation and 
compliance at court he got removed from a poor 
Welsh bishopfick to a rich English one, a reverend 
dean of the church said, ^* That he found his bro- 
ther Lioyd spelt Prophet with an/." 

* See the Joaraal to Stella, July i, 1712. — ^Dr. William 
Lloyd, fuccessively bishc^ of St. Asaph, of Coventiy and 
Litchfield^ and of Worcester, was bom Aug. 18, 1627 ; and 
died Aug. 30, 1717^ in the 91st year of his age, '' without 
losing the use of his understanding,** sajs the writer of his 
article in the *' Biographia Britannica/' Bishop Burnet tells 
us, " he was the most indefatigable in his industry, and the 
most judicious in his observations, of any he knew^ and one of 
the ipeatest masters of style thep liviDg," • 
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THE ORIGINAL OF PUNNING^ 
FROM PLATO^S SYMPOSIACKS, 

BY DR. SHERIDAN*. 

Once on a time, in merry mood, 
Jove made a Pun of flesh and blood ; 
A double, twhfac^d living creature, 
AndrogynoSj of twofold nature. 
For back to back with single skin 
He bound the male and female in ; 
So much alike, so near the same^ 
They stuck as closely as their name. 
Whatever words the male exprest. 
The female turn*d them to a jest ; 
Whatever words the female spoke. 
The male converted to a joke : 
So, in this form of man and wife, 
Tljey led a merry punning life. 

The Grods from Heaven descend to Earth, 
Drawn down by their alluring mirth ; 
So well they seem'd to like the sport, 
Jove could not get them back to court. 
Th* infernal Gods ascend as well. 
Drawn up by magick puns from Hell. 
Judges and furies quit their post. 
And not a soul to mind a ghost. 
" Heyday !*' says Jove; saysPlutd too, 
•* I think the Devil *s here to do ; 

* This and the following poem were originally publifhed with 
" The Art of Punning ;" as were alfo the verses by Dr. Swift in 
vol, VII, p. 231. 

^^ Here 'a 
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*^ Here*s Hell broke loose, and Hea%cn*s quite 

** empty^ 
** We scarce have left one God m twenty. 
** Pray, what has set them all a running f" — 
** Dear brother, nothing else but punning* 
** Behold that double creature yonder 
** Delights them with a double iniindre^^ 
*^ Ods-fish/' says Pluto, *'wherc's your thunder? 
** Lret drive, and s(>lit this thing asunder/' 
'* That 's right ;" quoth Jove; with that he threw 
A bolt, and split it into two; 
And when the thing was split in twain. 
Why then it punn'b as much again. 

** *Tia thus the diamonds we refine, 
*' The more we cut, the more they shine : 
'* And ever since, your Men of Wit, 
** Until they 're cut^ can't pun a biu 
** So take a starling when 'tis young, 
*' And down the middle slit thi tmgue^ 
** With groat or fixpencc, *tis no matter, 
** You'll find the bird will doubly ibattm 

** Upon the whole, dear Pluto, you know, 
** Tis well I did not split my Juno ! 
*^ For, had I done 't, whene'er she 'd scold me, 
** She 'd make the Heavens too hot to hold me/' 

The Gods, upon this application. 
Return 'd each to his habitation. 
Extremely pleasM with this new joke ; 
The best, they swore, he ever spoke. 
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FROM MY MUCH HONOURED FRIENa 
AT HELDELVILLE, [DR. DELANY]- 
lJ[ AIL to the sage, who, from his native store, 
Produc'd a science never known before. 
Science of words, once jargon of the schools. 
The plague of wise men, and the boast of fools, 
Made easy now and useful in your rules ! 
Where wit and humour equally combinei 
Our mirth at once to raise and to refine. 
Till now not half the worth of sounds we knew. 
Their virtual value was reserved for you. 
To trace their various mazes, and set forth 
Their hidden force, and multiply their worth ; 
For if t* express one sense our words we choose, 
A double meaning is of double use. 

Hail, sacred Art I by what mysterious name 
Shall I adore thee, various, and the same ? 
The Muses* Proteus, skiU'd with grateful change. 
Through all the pleasing forms of wit to range 
In quick succession, yet retain through all 
Some faint resemblance of th' originaU 

Hail, fairest offspring of prodigious birth. 
At once the parent and the child of Mirth ! 
With Chloe's charms thy airj^ form can vie. 
And with thy smUes as many thousands die i 
The pleasing pain through all their vitals thrills. 
With subtle force, and tickles as it kills. 
Thee too, like her, the dying swains pursue, 
As gay, as careless, as inconstant too ; 
To raise yet more thy merit and thy fanie. 
The Cyprian Goddess glories in thy name. 
Pleased to be thought the laughter-loving dame. 
Nor less thy praise, nor less ihy power to wound. 
Thou lovely, fleeting, image of a sound* 

THE 
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THE HISTORY OP POETRY^ 

IS A LETTEI. TO A FKIBND«; 

Ix obafisDce ID joorcaoioiaiidsy I here send yoQ 
the fcDomDg iboft csaj toward a History of Poetry 
in FngJMiJ and IrdauuL At first it was a sdeoce we 
oolj began to chaw sim. A hnndred years after^ 
wr aiteoipted to tnoslaiB out of the Psalms, but 
could nor our steui-hold. Io queen Elizabeth*s 
idgn, I think, there was but one di*8pkns£r of 
good Terscs; for his patron, though a great man, 
is hid sigh by the length of tioie. Yet, a little 
before her death, w^ attempted to deal in tragedy, 
and began to shake sfra&s; which was pursued 
under king James the First by three great poets* in 
one of them many a line so strong, that you might 
make a beam ont; the second, indeed, gives us 
sometimes but flat cheer, and the third is 
BEX-ding a little to stif&iess. 

In the reign of king Charles the First, there was 
a new succession of poets ; one of them, though 
seldom read, I am very fond of ; he has so much 
salt in his compositions, that you would think he 
had been used to suck-ling : as to his friend the 

* This has been printed as the Dean's, and is likely to be gf- 
nnine. Sec the letters to lord Pembroke, &c. vol. XVI, 
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author of Gondibert, i*d ave an aunt write 
better, I say nothing againftyour favourite, tliough 
some c ensure him fer writing too coqly ; but be 
had a rival whose happier genius made him stand 
like a wall or a pillar against censure* 

During the usurpation^ we fell into burlesque; and 
I think whoever reads Hudibras, cannot but lebr* 
I have COT one more, wito travestied Virgil, though 
not equal to the former. 

After the Restoratioir, poets became very nu- 
merous: the chief, whose fame is louder tlian a 
3« ILL-TONE, must never be forgot. And here I 
must observe, that poets in those days loved retire* 
ment so much, that sometimes they lived in dcn^. 
One of them in a dky-ben t another called hjs tlcn 
his village, or den*ham ; and 1 am informed that 
the sorry fellow, who is now laureat, affects to 
trs£*DENs still: but, to Teturn from this digression, 
wc were then famous for tragedy and comedy j the 
author of Venice Preserved is seldom o't away ; yet 
he who wrote the Rival Queens, before he lost hi< 
senses, sometimes talked m^ad*lf.k. Another, wh® 
was of this kingdom, went into Kngland, because 
it is more southern; and he wrote tolerably 
well. I say nothing of the Satirist, with hii 
OLD-o am' verses* As for comedy, the Plain Dealer, 
Kv^icH EARLY Came into credit, is allowed on all 
hands an excellent piece : he had a dull con tern- 
porary, who sometimes showed humour ; but his 
colouring was bad, and he could not shaue well* 
Sir George, in my opinion, outdid them all, and 
was sharp at eitbeu-eoge. The duke is al^ 
excellent, who took a book: in game, and turned 
iht© ridicule, under the name of The Rehearsal* Jt 

is. 
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iSy indeed, no wonder to find poetry thrive under 
the reign of that prince ; when, by one of his great 
favourites, -Vho was likewise an excellent poet, 
there was a dohe-skt open for all men of wit. 
Perhaps you wiiA-MUTT'erj that I^have left out 
the earl of Rochester; but I never was one of his 
admirers. 

Upon the revolutioUi poetry seemed to decUne.; 
iiowever,' I shall prt o*r as many poets as I can 
remember. Mr. Montague afiected to be a patron 
of wit, and his house was the poets 'hax.i«-i-f ax for 
several years, which one of them used to step-itioh 
every day. Another of them, who was my old ac- 
quaintance, succeeded well in comedy^ but fiuled 
when he began to con g&atb subjects. The rest 
came in a row. 

The author of the Dispensary had written nothing 
ebe valuable, and therefore is too small in the garth. 
But WBj not a man be allowed to apd is owh friend 
to the number? 1 mean, the author of Cato. 

To mention those who are now alive, would be 
endless ; I will therefore only venture to lay down one 
maxim, that a good poet, if he designs to ticklb 
the world, must be gat and youkg ; but, if be 
proposes to give us ration^ pleasure, he must be is 
grave as a pops, 

I am, sir, yours, &c. 
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To the Right , , 

Sight Wonhxpfciv ud is sze 
noonbley and WGno^niLp A 
Soockjobben; w f a rriirr Sageari 
OQS CM* Impkios Ws ar oqctwk. jXibe- ir ^ 
male. Young or Ofd. Coe ^votx ^ i irt^ gr: -s^^v 
have suficrcd IV|rftfji.iUL sv ::ir ja^ Ijssh^ 
Gntdngp 

Having fc c of e d ie ioIbirxB^ jrr:?r=e rva 
Dublin, I g^ 70a !^ sadiex mccr ./w *•»::. ii^c* 
letricTe dicrn ei iafsmn 'f'^ -mrna ^tsml xcre sc:r^ 
ficed by pennits in odxJueu Tin- im>c::r l f.;;.-:-i£n 
on a pariia u ic ntir y kcittt :; ibmcu Me, 2#r- . 
in it if it can ful^ sacs i li^tss-r ir ^nr, -^.tjr r. Z 
is at the head of s. Tzeraam yjn »Tn .sr*. ti.:- 
scribed to the gnri'Bg 'mgrarr*, su: irt y:r ir .'.: 
heelsy may soon appear r^rx i.v:«u: -ue ^ . - x^ 
who encouraged dc irxy muuija:- ir- riii; fs.-; 
the halter to rogoea, tzd jrrrrsz rzc 'XLz^il zi /V-' 

♦ Prefiied to an nStWn cf -^ T!ke l-^tms- 1 iuii.* tt-j:--'- •« 
LondoDmi7io. Tbe nacs iadf a jEiaKii ^ :=£ zini:: vji.\:5=« 
of dus coSectioo, p. 383. 

f The motto wwmd a uw i a piece, w bkfc tth Ac -.sriiI prvcf s^' 
pennitt. 

X The dam of 8c FttU't. 

VoL.vm. ff * 
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Alt BSSAY ON ENGLISH BUBBLES, 



de ff. Medicinal virtues are to be had without the 
expense and hazard of a dispensary ; you may sleep 
without dreaming of bottles at your . tail^ and a 
looking glass shall not affright you: and, since the 
glass bubble proved aa brittle as its ware, and 
broke, together with iiself, the hopes of its pro^ 
prietors, rhey may make thcnaselves whole by 
subscribing to our new fund* 

Here indeed may be made three very grave ob. 
jections, by incrcdulom interested priests, ambitious 
citizens, and scrupulous statesmen, !• The stocking 
manufactory gendemcn do not know how swcariog y 
can bring them to any probability of covering their 
legs anew, unless it be by the means of a pair of 
stocks. 2. That the hemp*snared men apprehend, 
that such an encouragement for oaths can tend to 90 
other advancement J promotion, and exaltation, of 
their persons, than that of the gallows ; the late old 
ordinary Paul *, having grown gray in the habit of 
making this accurate observation in every month's 
Sessions paper, ** Th^t swearing had as great a 
h*ind in the suspension of every living soul under 
his cure, as sabbarh^breaking itself," And, 3* 
That the glass-bubble -men cannot, for their !ives> 
with the best pair of spectacles (which Is the only 
thing left neat and whole out of all their ware), see 
how they shall make any thing out of tliis liis oath* 
project, supposing he should even confirm by one 
its goodness; an oath being, as they say, as brittle 
as glass, and only n:mde to be broken* 

But those incredulous priests shall not go without 
an answer, that will, I am sure, induce them to * 

* Paul Lorraine, many years ordinaiy of Newgate, HeiBeA 
Oct. 7, 17 19. 
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dirr fer. -n^c 'her' gcA if -rrr^ ^ru^.r^^> jtr^ 
ficklesEsr rf ysrrs^ ^ ar jOferrtnr :^n^ n:r -jnj^ 
jeer, Act 5rft rscr^tfsr T*;ar rr*^ ioLert'ss^ .aii£ 
raisses h t^ mnxtrir TrsLnc*: arwis i-' ^:=r T«*njMr 
of tLsf wWriiarr -wnrc; ■nt "nac* riBsr^^tTr:'*>. 
insre^ of bss s£ coccn.^ir vmst :2ir Traicc^. ^ 
a GOodoSer " j." ■?■«" >?£ ne cjicsuStct cm: snicirr 
of their fcrc £:Et C5 rti * zcr-r-aiiinu: ii l Aacxi^ 
as he te& in, rsccs t2c r«— nrrr af rs zcrr^ 

deep in the wakhv miirjc oL rf r^ S^ygrz Ses^ ip? 
in hopes of risiag to sbc^ 9ex3 re Tnmni; sir £1^ 
nity as woold best ssat vc2: tzcr scrrrr^g aaA 
aspiring hopes, mar i mi g in e ^jc ti:^ 3k-v tsii. si 
the sister natioo, mar porre a rrrxl ?3 t^i:? : a[&f« 
by drawing otFa mohinxSe cf ssb^criher^ wC, if 
it makes a flood in Ireland, cxase 1= eco 13 {>^ 
land. But it mav be ansvered^ Thit thctsr^ oer 
aothor avers " that this fand will rie wirb tie 
South Sea,** yet it will not dash with it. Qa tbe 
contrary, the subscribers to this must wish th^ in« 
crease of the South Sea (so hr from being its rivaS^ 
because the multitude of people raised by it, who 
vi^rt plain speakers, as they were plain dealers be- 
fore, • must learn to swear, in order to become their 
clothes, and to be gentlemen a la mcde ; whi!c those 
who are ruined, I mean Jobed by ir, will dismiss 
the patience of their old pattern, swear at their con- 
dition, and curse their Malter in their distress : and 
so the increase of that English fund will be de- 
monstratively an ample augmentation of the Irish 
one, so far will it be from being rivalled by it ; so 

F F 2 ^hat 
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that each of them may subscribe lo & fund they ban 
their own security for augmenting. 

The scrupulous Statesmen (tor we know that 
Statesmen arc usaaliy very scrupulous) may object 
against having this project secured by votes in pafr 
liamcntf by reason, as they may deem ii in ih^f 
great wisdom, of its being an impious project, and 
that therefore so illustrious an assembly as ihe Iri4l 
Parliament ought by no means, according 10 th^ 
opinion of a Christian statesman, to be concerned 
in supporting any impious thing in the world. The 
way that some may take to prove it impious is, 
because it will tend highly to the interest of 
swearing. But this I take to be plain downrigbl 
sophistry, and playing upon words ; if this be 
called the Swearing project, or the Oath-act, tho 
increase of Swearing will be very much for the be- 
nefit and interest of Swearing; 1. e. to the sub? 
scribers in the fund to be raised by this fruitful 
Swearing-act, if it should be so called : but not 
to the Swearers themselves who are to pay for tl; 
so that it will be, according to this distincfion, pi- 
ously indeed an act for a benefit to mankind from 
swearing, not impiously a benefit in swearing : sa 
that I think that argument entirely answered and 
defeated* Far be it from the dean to have entered 
into so unchristian a project as this had be-^n, » 
considered. But then tiicsc politicians (being ge- 
nerally, as the world knows, mighty tender of 
conscience) may raise these new doubts, fears, and 
scruples, i;i2t That it will, however, cau>e thr 
i^ihscnbers to wish, in their minds, for many Oftthi 
tu fly about, whlcli ii a heinous crime, %nd fo lay 
stbtagems to try the paiitncc of men of all »rt^ 

to 
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to put them upon the swearing str4in» in order to 
bring grist to their own mill, which ts a crime still 
more enormous ; and that therefore, for fear of 
these evil consequences, the passing of such an act 
u not Consistent with the really extraordinary and 
tender conscience of a true modern politician* But^ 
in ansT-ver to this, I think^ I can plead the strongest 
plea in nature, and that is called precedent, I 
think ; which I take thus from the South Sca_: 
one man, by the very nature of that subscription, 
must naturally pray for the temporal damnation of 
another man in his fortune, in order for gaining. hij 
own salvation in it; yea, even though he knows the 
other man*s temporal damnation would be the cause 
of his eternal, by his swearing and despairing. 
Neither do I think this in casuistry any sin, be- 
cause the swearing undone man is a free agcnt> and 
can choose whether he will swear or no, any body's 
wishes whatsoever to the contrary notwithstanding* 
And in politicks, I am sure, it is even a Machia- 
yclian holy maxim, ** That some men should be 
mined for the good of others/* Thus, I think, I 
i^vc answered all the objections that can b^ 
brought against this project's coming to perfection ; 
and proved it to be convenient for the state, of 
interest to the protestam church, and consonant 
with Chrisrianity; nay, with the very scruples of 
mottern squeamish statesmen. 

To conclude : The laudable author of this prO' 
jeer squares the measures of it so much according 
t© the Scripture rule, that it may reasonably be 
presumed all good Christians in England will come 
at fast into the subscriptions for his encouragement, 
m they have already done througUout the kingdom 

of 
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of Ireland : for what greater proof could this atithOf 
give of his Christianity, than^ for bringing about 
this Swearing-act, charitably to part with his coa% 
and sit starving in a very thin waistcoat in his 
garret *, to do the corporal virtues of feeding and 
clothing the poor, and raisingr them from the cot- 
tage to the palace, by punishing the vices of the 
rich ? What more could have been done even in the 
primitive times ? 

THOMAS HOPE. 

Prom my House in St. Faith*8 
Parish^ London^ Aug. lo^ 
1720. 

P.S. For the benefit of the author, application 
may be made to me at the Tilt Yard CofTcehouse, 
Whitehall, 

* Sec vol. IX. p. 585. 
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